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RESURRECTION 


‘<'Then came Peter to him, and said, Lord, how often shall 
my brother ain against me, and I forgive him ? till seven 


‘‘ Jesus saith unto him, I say not unto thee, Until seven 
times : but Until seventy times seven.’” (Matt. xviii. 21-22.) 

** And why beholdest thou the mote that is in thy brother’s 
c e, ay not the beam that is in thine own eye?”’ 

t. Vv 

ee Be that ‘te without sin among you, let him first cast a 
stone at her.’’ (John viii. 7.) 

‘“* The disc eRe is not above his master: but every one that 
is perfect shall be as his master.’’ (Luke vi. 40.) 


PART THE FIRST 


No matter how people, congregating in one small spot 
to the number of several hundred thousand, tried to 
deform the earth on which they were jostling ; how they 
paved the earth with stones, that nothing might grow 
upon it ; how they weeded out every sprouting blade ; how 
they smoked up the air with coal and naphtha ; how they 
lopped the trees and expelled all animals and birds ; — 
Spring was spring, even in the city. The sun gave 
warmth ; the grass, reviving, grew strong and lush wher- 
ever it had not been scraped away, not only on the 
greenswards of the boulevards, but also between the flag- 
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Upon arriving in the corridor, she threw her head back 
a little, looked the warden straight in the eyes, and stood 
ready to execute anything that might be demanded of 
her. The warden was on the point of locking the door, 
when from it emerged the pale, austere, wrinkled face of 
a straight-haired old woman. The old woman began to 
tell Mdslova something ; but the warden pressed the door 
against her head, and so it disappeared. In the cell a 
feminine voice burst out laughing. Mdslova herself 
smiled, and turned toward the barred little window of the 
door. The old woman pressed her face to it, and said in 
a hoarse voice: 

« Above all, don’t say a superfluous word ; stick to the 
same story, and let that be the end of it!” 

“That’s all one, it can’t be any worse,” said Maslova, 
shaking her head. 

“Of course, it’s one, and not two,” said the chief 
warden, with an official consciousness of his wit. “ After 
me, march !”’ 

The eye of the old woman, visible through the window, 
disappeared, and Maslova stepped into the middle of the 
corridor, and with rapid, mincing steps walked behind 
the chief warden. They descended the stone staircase, 
passed by the men’s cells, which were even more mal- 
odorous and noisy than the women’s, and from which 
they were everywhere watched by eyes at the loopholes 
in the doors: they entered the office, where two soldiers 
of the guard, with their guns, were waiting for them. 

The clerk, who was sitting there, handed to one of the 
soldiers a document, which was saturated by tobacco 
smoke, and, pointing to the prisoner, said, “Take her!” 
The soldier, a Nizhni-Névgorod peasant, with a red, pock- 
marked face, stuck the paper into the rolled-up sleeve of 
his overcoat, and, smiling, winked to his companion, a 
broad-cheeked Chuvdsh, in order to direct his attention 
to the prisoner. The soldiers, with the prisoner between 
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them, descended the staircase, and walked over to the 
main entrance. 

A small gate was opened in the door of the main 
entrance, and, stepping across the threshold of the gate 
into the yard, the soldiers, with the prisoner, walked out 
of the enclosure, and proceeded through the city, keeping 
in the middle of the paved streets. 

Cabmen, shopkeepers, cooks, workmen, and officials, 
stopped to look with curiosity at the prisoner; some 
shook their heads, and thought, “This is what a bad 
behaviour, not such as ours, leads to.” Children looked 
in terror at the murderess, being reassured only because 
she was accompanied by soldiers, and could no longer do 
any harm. A village peasant, who had sold coal and had 
drunk some tea in the tavern, went up to her, made the 
sign of the cross, and gave her a kopek. The prisoner 
blushed, bent her head, and muttered something. 

Being conscious of the looks which were directed 
toward her, she imperceptibly, without turning her head, 
cast side glances at those who were gazing at her, and 
the attention which she attracted cheered her. She was 
also cheered by the vernal air, which was pure in com- 
parison with that in the jail; but it was painful for her 
to walk on the cobblestones, for her feet were now 
unaccustomed to walking, and were clad in clumsy prison 
shoes ; and so she looked down at them, and tried to step 
as lightly as possible. As she passed near a flour shop, 
in front of which pigeons waddled, unmolested by any- 
body, she almost stepped on one: the pigeon fluttered 
up, and flapping its wings, flew past the prisoner’s ear, 
fanning the air against her. She smiled, and drew.a deep 
sigh, as she recalled her situation. 


IL. 


THE story of prisoner Méslova’s life was nothing out of 
the ordinary. Médslova was the daughter of an unmarried 
manorial servant-girl, who had been living with her 
mother in the capacity of dairymaid, on the estate of 
two maiden sisters. This unmarried woman bore a child 
every year; as always happens in the country, the baby 
was baptized, but afterward the mother did not suckle 
the undesired child, and it died of starvation. 

Thus five children had died. They had all been bap- 
tized, then they were not fed, and died. The sixth, 
begotten by an itinerant gipsy, was a girl, and her fate 
would have been the same, if it had not happened that 
one of the old maids had gone into the stable to upbraid 
the milkers on account of the cream, which smelled of 
the cows. In the stable lay the mother with her pretty, 
healthy, new-born baby. The old maid upbraided them 
on account of the cream and for having allowed a lying-in 
woman in the stabie, and was about to leave, when, having 
espied the child, she took pity upon her, and offered to 
become her godmother. She had her baptized, and, 
pitying her godchild, gave the mother milk and money, 
and thus the girl remained alive. The old maids even 
called her the “ saved ” girl. 

The-child was three years old when her mother fell ill 
and died. The old stable-woman, her grandmother, was 
harassed by her grandchild, and so the ladies took her to 
the house. The black-eyed girl grew to be exceedingly 
vivacious and charming, and the old maids took delight 
in her. 
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The younger, Séfya Ivdnovna, who had had the child 
baptized, was the kinder of the two, and the elder, Mérya 
Ivénovna, was the more austere. Séfya Ivénovna dressed 
her, taught her to read, and wanted to educate her. Marya 
Ivénovna, however, said that she ought to be brought up 
as a working girl,—a good chambermajd, — and conse- 
quently was exacting, and punished and even struck her, 
when not in a good humour. Thus, between these two 
influences, the girl grew up to be partly educated and 
partly a chambermaid. She was even called by a dimin- 
utive, expressive neither of endearment, nor of command, 
but of something intermediate, namely, not Katka or Ké- 
tenka, but Katytisha. She did the sewing, tidied up the 
rooms, cleaned the pictures with chalk, cooked, ground, 
served the coffee, washed the small linen, and often sat 
with the ladies and read to them. 

Several men sued for her hand, but she did not wish to 
marry, feeling that a life with those working people, her 
suitors, would be hard for her, who had been spoiled by 
the comforts of the manor. 

Thus she lived until her sixteenth year. She had just 
passed her sixteenth birthday, when the ladies received a 
visit from their student-nephew, a rich prince, and Kat- 
ylisha, not daring to acknowledge the fact to him or even 
to herself, fell in love with him. Two years later, this 
same nephew of theirs called on his aunts, on his way to 
the war, and passed four days with them; on the day 
preceding his departure, he seduced Katytisha, and press- 
ing a hundred-rouble bill into her hand, he left her. Five 
months after his visit she knew for sure that she was 

ant. 

After that she grew tired of everything, and thought of 
nothing else but of a means for freeing herself from thé 
shame which awaited her; she not only began to serve 
the ladies reluctantly and badly, but once, not knowing 
herself how it came about, her patience gave way : she said 
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some rude things to them, which she herself regretted 
later, and asked for her dismissal. 

The ladies, who had been very much dissatisfied with 
her, let her go. She then accepted the position of cham- 
bermaid at the house of a country judge, but she could 
stand it there no longer than three months, because the 
judge, a man fifty years of age, began to annoy her; once, 
when he had become unusually persistent in his attentions, 
she grew excited, called him a fool and an old devil, and 
dealt him such a blow in the chest that he fell down. 
She was sent away for her rudeness. It was useless to 
take another place, for the child was soon to be born, and 
so she went to live with a widow, who was a country 
midwife and trafficked in liquor. She had an easy child- 
birth, but the midwife, who had delivered a sick woman 
in the village, infected Katyvisha with puerperal fever, and 
the child, a boy, was taken to the foundling house, where, 
according to the story of the old woman who had carried 
him there, he died soon after his arrival. 

When Katyuisha took up her residence at the midwife’s, 
she had in all 127 roubles, twenty-seven of which she had 
earned, and one hundred roubles which her seducer had 
given her. When she came away from that house, all she 
had left was six'roubles. She did not know how to take 
care of money, and spent it on herself, and gave it away 
to all who asked for some. The midwife took for her 
two months’ board— for the food and the tea — forty 
roubles ; twenty-five roubles went for despatching the 
child; forty roubles the midwife borrowed of her to buy 
a cow with; and twenty roubles were spent for clothes 
and for presents, so that there was no money left, when 
Katytisha got well again, and had to look for a place. 
She found one at a forester’s. 

The forester was a married man, but, just like the judge 
before him, he hegan the very first day to annoy Katyd- 
sha with his attentions. He was hateful to her, and she 
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tried to evade him. But he was more experienced and 
cunning than she; above all, he was her master, who 
could send her wherever he pleased, and, waiting for an 
opportune moment, he conquered her. His wife found 
it out, and, discovering her husband alone in a room with 
Katyiisha, she assaulted her. Katyvisha defended her- 
self, and a fight ensued, in consequence of which she was 
expelled from the house, without getting her wages. 
Then Katyiisha journeyed to the city and stopped with 
her aunt. Her aunt’s husband was a bookbinder, who 
used to make a good living, but now had lost all his 
customers, and was given to drinking, spending every- 
thing that came into his hands. Her aunt had a small 
laundry establishment, and thus supported herself with 
her children and her good-for-nothing husband. She 
offered to Mdslova a place in her laundry; but, seeing 
the hard life which the laundresses at her aunt’s were 
leading, Mdéslova hesitated, and went to the employment 
offices to look for a place as a domestic. 

She found such a place with a lady who was living 
with her two sons, students at the gymnasium. A week 
after entering upon her service, the elder boy, with sprout- 
ing moustaches, a gymnasiast of the sixth form, quit 
working and gave Maslova no rest, importuning her with 
his attentions, The mother accused Maslova of every- 
thing and discharged her. 

She could not find another situation; but it so hap- 
pened that when Maslova once went to an employment 
office, she there met a lady with rings and bracelets on 
her plump bare hands. Having learned of Méslova’'s 
search for a place, the lady gave her her address, and 
invited her to her house. Méaslova went there. The 
lady received her kindly, treated her to pastry and sweet 
wine, and sent her chambermaid somewhere with a note. 

In the evening a tall man, with long grayish hair and 
gray beard, entered the room; the old man at once sat 
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down near Méslova, and began, with gleaming eyes, and 
smiling, to survey her, and to jest with her. The land- 
lady called him out into another room, and Maéslova 
heard her say: “She is fresh, straight from the country !” 
Then the landlady called out Méslova and told her that 
this man was an author, who had much money, and who 
would not be stingy with it, if he took a liking to her. 
She pleased the author, who gave her twenty-five roubles, 
promising to see her often. The money was soon spent 
in paying her aunt for board, and on a new dress, a hat, 
and ribbons. A few days later the author sent for her 
again. She went. He again gave her twenty-five roubles, 
and proposed that she take rooms for herself somewhere. 
While living in the apartments which the author had 
rented for her, Maslova fell in love with a merry clerk, 
who was living in the same yard. She herself told the 
author about it, and took up other, smaller quarters. 
The clerk, who had promised to marry her, suddenly left 
for Nizhni-Névgorod, without saying a word to her, with 
the evident intention of abandoning her, and she was left 
alone. She wanted to keep the rooms by herself, but 
was not permitted to do so. The inspector of police told 
her that she could continue to live there only by getting 
a yellow certificate and subjecting herself to examination. 
So she went back to her aunt’s. Her aunt, seeing her 
fashionable dress, her mantle, and her hat, received her 
respectfully, and did not dare to offer her a laundress’s 
place, since she considered her as having risen to a higher 
sphere of life. For Mdslova the question whether she 
had better become a laundress or not, no longer existed. 
She now looked with compassion at that life of enforced 
labour, down in the basement, which the pale laundresses, 
with their lean arms,— some of them were consumptive, 
—— were leading, washing and ironing in an atmosphere of 
thirty degrees Réaumur, filled with steam from the soap- 
suds, the windows remaining open, winter and summer, — 
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and she shuddered at the thought that she, too, might be 
brought to such a life. And just at this time, which was 
exceedingly hard for Mdslova, as she could not find a 
single protector, she was approached by a procuress, who 
furnished houses of prostitution with girls. 

Maslova had started smoking long before, and had be- 
come accustomed to drinking during the end of her con- 
nection with the clerk, and still more so after he had 
abandoned her. Wine attracted her, not only because it 
tasted good, but more especially because it made her 
forget all the heavy experiences in the past, and because 
it gave her ease and confidence in her own worth, which 
she did not have without it. Without wine she always 
felt sad and ashamed. The procuress treated her aunt to 
dainties, and having given wine to Méslova, proposed 
that she should enter the best establishment in the city, 
representing to her all the advantages and privileges of 
such a position. 

Maslova had the choice: either the humiliating position 
of a servant, where there would certainly be persecution on 
the side of the men, and secret, temporary adultery, or a 
secure quiet, legalized condition, and open, legitimate, and 
well-paid constant adultery, and she chose the latter. 
Besides, she thought in this manner to be able to avenge 
the wrong done her by her seducer, the clerk, and all 
other people who had treated her shamefully. She was 
also enticed by the words of the procuress,— and this 
was one of the causes that led to her final decision, — 
that she could order any dresses she wished, of velvet, of 
gauze, of silk, or ball-dresses with bare shoulders and 
arms. And when Médslova imagined herself in a bright- 
yellow silk garment, with black velvet trimmings, — 
décolleté, — she could not withstand the temptation, and 
surrendered her passport. On that same evening the pro- 
curess called a cab and took her to Kitdéeva’s well-known 
establishment. 
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From that time began for Méslova that life of chronic 
transgression of divine and human laws, which is led by 
hundreds and thousands of thousands of women, not only 
by permission, but under the protection of the government 
caring for the well-being of its citizens : that life which ends 
for nine out of every ten women in agonizing disease, pre- 
mature old age, and death. 

In the morning and in the daytime — slumber after the 
orgies of the night. At three or four o’clock —a tired 
waking in an unclean bed, seltzer to counteract the effects 
of immoderate drinking, coffee, indolent strolling through 
the rooms in dressing-gowns, vests or cloaks, looking behind 
the curtain through the windows, a lazy exchange of angry 
words; then ablutions, pomading, perfuming of the body 
and the hair, the trying on of dresses, quarrels with the 
landlady on account of these garments, surveying oneself 
in the mirror, painting the face, dyeing the eyebrows, eat- 
ing pastry and fat food; then putting on a bright silk dress, 
which exposed the body ; then coming out into a bright, 
gaily illuminated parlour: the arrival of guests; music, 
dances, sweetmeats, wine, smoking, and adultery with 
youths, half-grown men, half-children, and desperate old 
men; with bachelors, married men, merchants, clerks, Ar- 
menians, Jews, Tartars; with men who were rich, poor, 
healthy, sick, drunk, sober, coarse, tender; with officers, 
private citizens, students, gymmasiasts,— of all condi- 
tions, ages and characters. And cries, and jokes, and 
quarrels, and music, and tobacco and wine, and wine 
and tobacco, and music, from evening to daybreak. And 
only in the morning liberation and heavy slumber. And 
the same thing every day, the whole week. At the end of 
the week —a drive toa government institution, the police 
station, where officers in government service, the doctors, 
men who sometimes seriously and austerely, and some- 
times with playful mirthfulness, examined these women, 
annihilating that very sense of shame which has been 
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given by Nature not only to men, but also to animals, in 
order to put a check to transgressions ; then they handed 
them a patent for the continuation of these transgressions, 
of which they and their partners had been guilty during 
the past week. And again such a week. And thus every 
day, — in summer and winter, on week-days and on holi- 
days. 

Méslova had passed seven years in this manner. Dur- 
ing that time she had changed houses twice, and had been 
once in a hospital. In the seventh year of her sojourn 
in @ house of prostitution, and in the eighth since her first 
fall, when she was twenty-six years old, there had hap- 
pened to her that for which she had been imprisoned, and 
now was being led to the court-house, after six months in 
jail, with murderers and thieves. 


TIL 


At the same time that Mdslova, worn out by the long 
march, reached, with the soldiers of the guard, the build- 
ing of the circuit court, that very nephew of her educators, 
Prince Dmftri Iv4novich Nekhlytidov, who had seduced 
her, was lying on his high, crumpled spring bed, with its 
feather mattress, and, unbuttoning the collar of his clean 
linen night-shirt, with its ironed gussets, was smoking a 
cigarette. He was gazing in front of him with his motion- 
less eyes, and thinking of what he would have to do that 
day, and of what had happened the day before. 

As he recalled the previous evening, which he had 
passed at the house of the Korchégins, rich and dis- 
tinguished people, whose daughter, so all were convinced, he 
was going to marry, he drew a sigh, and, throwing away 
his finished cigarette, was on the point of taking another 
out of his silver cigarette-holder; but he changed his 
mind, and, letting down from the bed his smooth white 
feet, found his way into his slippers; he threw over his 
full shoulders a silk morning-gown, and, striding rapidly 
and heavily, walked into the adjoining dressing-room, 
which was saturated with the artificial odours of elixirs, 
eau de Cologne, pomatum, and perfumes. There, with a 
special powder, he cleaned his teeth, which were filled in 
many places, washed them with fragrant tooth-water, and 
then began to wash his body all over, and to dry himself 
with all kinds of towels. He washed his hands with 
scented soap, carefully cleaned his long nails with a brush, 


and rinsed his face and fat neck in the large marble wash- 
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stand; then he walked into a third room, near the cham- 
ber, where a douche was waiting for him. He there 
washed his muscular, plump, white body with cold water, 
and rubbed himself off with a rough sheet; then he put 
on clean, freshly ironed linen, and his shoes, which shone 
like mirrors, and sat down in front of the toilet-table to 
brush his short, black, curly beard, and the curling hair 
on his head, which was rather scanty in front. 

All the things which he used, all the appurtenances of 
his toilet, the linen, the garments, the shoes, the ties, the 
pins, the cuff-buttons, — were of the best, of the most ex- 
pensive kind; they were unobtrusive, simple, durable, and 
costly. 

Having selected from a dozen ties and pins those which 
he happened to pick up first, — at one time, it had been 
new and amusing, but now it made no difference to him, 
— Nekhlytidov put on his well-brushed clothes, which 
were lying on a chair, and, clean and perfumed, though 
not feeling very fresh, proceeded to the long dining-room, 
the parquetry of which had been waxed on the previous 
day by three peasants; here stood an immense oak buffet, 
and an equally large extension table, which had a certain 
solemn appearance on account of its broadly outstretched 
carved legs in the shape of lion-claws. On this table, 
covered with a fine starched cloth with large monograms, 
stood a silver coffee-pot with fragrant coffee, a sugar-bowl 
of similar design, a cream-pitcher with boiling cream, and 
a bread-basket with fresh rolls, toast, and biscuits. Near 
the service lay the last mail, the papers, and a new num- 
ber of the Revue de Deux Mondes. 

Nekhlytidov was on the point of taking up his letters, 
when the door from the corridor opened and a plump, 
elderly woman in mourning and with a lace head-dress, 
which covered the widened parting of her hair, glided into 
the room. This was Agraféna Petrévna, the chambermaid 
of Nekhblyiidov’s mother, who had but lately died in this 
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very house; she was now staying with the son in the ca- 
pacity of housekeeper. 

Agraféna Petrévna had at various times been abroad 
with Nekhlytidov’s mother, and had the looks and manner 
of a lady. She had lived in Nekhylidov’s house since 
her childhood, and had known Dmitri Ivanovich when he 
was a boy and when they called him Mitenka. 

«Good morning, Dmitri Ivénovich.” 

“Good morning, Agraféna Petrévna. What is the 
news?” asked Nekhlytidov, jestingly. 

“A letter from the princess, or from her daughter. The 
chambermaid brought it long ago; she is waiting in my 
room,” said Agraféna Petrévna, handing him the letter, 
and smiling significantly. 

“Very well, in a minute,” ssid Nekhlytidov, taking the 
aa and frowning, as he noticed Agraféna Petrévna’s 
smile. 

Agraféna Petrévna’s smile meant that the letter was 
from the young Princess Korchdégin, whom, according to 
Agraféna Petrévna’s opinion, Nekhlytidov was going to 
malry. 

“Then I will tell her to wait,” and Agraféna Petrévna, 
picking up the crumb-brush, which was out of place, and 
putting it away, glided out of the dining-room. 

Nekhlytidov broke the seal of the perfumed letter, 
— Agraféna Petrévna had given him, and began to 
read : 

“In fulfilment of my self-assumed duty to act as your 
memory,’ so ran the letter on a sheet of thick gray paper 
with uneven margins, in a sharp, broad hand, “I remind 
you that to-day, the twenty-eighth of April, you are to 
serve on a jury, and consequently can by no means drive 
out with Kolosév and us to look at the pictures, as you 
yesterday, with your characteristic thoughtlessness, prom- 
ised us you would; & moins que vous ne soyez disposé & 
payer 4 la cour dassises les 300 roubles damende que vous 
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vefusez pour votre cheval for not having appeared in 
time. I thought of it yesterday, the moment you left. 
So don’t forget it. 

«Process M. KorcuAain.” 


On the other page was the following addition: 


“« Maman vous fait dire que votre couvert vous attendra 
jusqua la nuit. Venez absolument a quelle heure que 
cela sort. 

“M. K.” 


Nekhlyvidov frowned. The note was a continuation of 
that artifice which the young Princess Korchdégin had 
been practising on him for the last two months, and 
which consisted in drawing him evermore to herself by 
invisible threads. On the other hand, Nekhlytidov had, 
in addition to the usual indecision before marriage, which 
all people have who are past their first youth and are not 
passionately in love, another important reason, which kept 
him from proposing at once, even if he had made up his 
mind to do so. This reason was not that he had ten 
years before seduced and abandoned Katytisha, — this 
he had entirely forgotten, and did not regard as an im- 
pediment to his marriage; the real cause was that at that 
time he had a liaison with a married woman, which, 
though broken by him, had not yet been acknowledged 
as broken by her. 

Nekhlytidov was very shy with women, and it was 
this very timidity which had provoked a desire in that 
married woman to subdue him. She was the wife of the 
marshal of the nobility of the county whither Nekhlytidov 
used to go for the elections. This woman had drawn him 
into a liaison, which from day to day became more bind- 
ing on him and at the same time more repulsive. At 
first, Nekhlyfidov could not withstand her seductive 
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charms ; then, feeling himself guilty toward her, he was 
not able without her consent to tear asunder this union. 
This was the reason why Nekhlyvidov felt that he had no 
right to propose to Princess Korchégin, even if he wished 
to do so. 

On the table happened to lie a letter from that woman's 
husband. Upon noticing the handwriting and postmark, 
Nekhlytidov blushed, and immediately experienced an 
onrush of energy, which always came over him at the 
approach of danger. But his agitation was vain: her 
husband, the marshal of the nobility in the county where 
the more important estates of Nekhlyuidov were located, 
informed him that at the end of May there would be an 
extra session of the County Council, and asked him to be 
sure and come in order to donner un coup dépaule in 
the important questions concerning schools and roads 
which were to be brought up before the coming meeting 
of the County Council, when it was expected that the 
reactionary party would put up a strong opposition. 

The marshal was a liberal, and with several party 
friends was engaged in struggling against the reaction 
which had set in during the reign of Alexander III.; he 
was busily occupied with this struggle, and knew nothing 
of his unfortunate family life. 

Nekhlyidov recalled all the painful minutes which he 
had passed in the presence of this man: he recalled how 
once he had thought that her husband had found out 
everything, and how he had prepared himself to fight a 
duel at which he had intended to shoot into the air; and 
he recalled that terrible scene with her, when in despair 
she had rushed out into the garden ready to drown 
herself in its pond, and how he had run after her to 
find her. 

“I cannot go there, or undertake anything, unless I 
first hear from her,” thought Nekhlytidov. The week 
before he had written her a decisive letter in which he 
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had confessed his guilt, and had declared himself ready 
for any atonement; but, nevertheless, for her own good, 
he regarded their relations as for ever ended. He was 
expecting an answer to this very letter, but none had yet 
been received. The delay in replying he considered a 
good sign. If she had not agreed to the disruption of 
the union, she would have written him long ago, or would 
have come to see him, as she had done on previous occa- 
sions. Nekhlytidov had heard that there was a certain 
officer in the country, who was paying her attentions, and 
this gave him a twinge of jealousy, and at the same time 
filled him with hope that he should be freed from the lie 
which was harassing him. 

Another letter was from the superintendent of his 
estates. The superintendent wrote Nekhlyvidov that he 
would have to come down himself, in order to be con- 
firmed in the rights of inheritance, and besides, to decide 
the question of how the estates were to be managed 
henceforth ; whether as in the days of the deceased prin- 
cess, or, a8 he had proposed to the defunct, and now was 
again proposing to the young prince, by increasing the 
inventory and himself working the land, which had been 
parcelled out to;the peasants. The superintendent wrote 
that such an exploitation would be much more profitable. 
At the same time he excused himself for having some- 
what delayed the transmission of the three thousand 
roubles which, by order, had been due on the first. The 
money would be sent by the next post. The reason for 
this delay was that he had been absolutely unable to col- 
lect from the peasants, who had gone so far in their dis- 
honesty that it became necessary to invoke the authorities 
to compel them to pay their debts. 

This letter was both pleasant and unpleasant to Nekb- 
lytidov. It was pleasant for him to feel his power 
over his extensive possessions, and unpleasant, because in 
his first youth he had been an enthusiastic follower of 
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Herbert Spencer, and, being himself a /arge landed propri- 
etor, had been particularly struck by his statement in his 
Social Statics that justice did not permit the private 
ownership of land. With the directness and determina- 
tion of youth he then maintained that land could not 
form the object of private ownership, and he not only 
wrote a thesis on the subject while at the university, but 
at that time really distributed to the peasants a small 
part of the land, which did not belong to his mother, but 
which by inheritance from his father belonged to him 
personally, so as not to be possessed of land, contrary 
to his convictions. Having now become a large landed 
proprietor by inheritance, he had to do one of the two 
things: either to renounce his possessions, as he had done 
ten years before in connection with the two hundred 
desyatinas of his paternal estate, or by his silent consent 
to acknowledge all his former ideas faulty and false. 

He could not do the former, because he had no other 
means of subsistence but the land. He did not wish to 
serve in a government capacity, and in the meantime had 
acquired luxurious habits of life, from which he consid- 
ered it impossible ever to depart. Nor was there any 
reason why he should, since he no longer had that force 
of conviction, nor that determination, nor that ambition 
and desire to surprise people, which had actuated him in 
his youth. Similarly he was quite incapable of doing 
the latter, to recant those clear and undeniable proofs 
of the illegality of private ownership of land, which he 
had then found in Spencer’s Social Statics, and the 
brilliant confirmation of which he had found later, much 
later, in the works of Henry George. 

For this reason the superintendent’s letter did not 
please him. 


IV. 


HAvIne finished his coffee, Nekhlytidov went into his 
cabinet, to find out from the summons at what time he 
was to be at court, and to write the princess. an answer. 
The cabinet was reached through the studio. Here stood 
an easel with a covered, unfinished picture, and studies 
were hanging on the wall. The sight of this picture, on 
which he had vainly worked for two years, and of the 
studies, and of the whole studio, reminded him of his 
feeling of impotence to advance farther in painting, a 
feeling which of late had overcome him with unusual 
force. He explained to himself this sensation as arising 
from a too highly developed esthetic feeling, but still 
the consciousness of it was exceedingly disagreeable to 
him. 

Seven years before, he had given up his government 
position, having decided that he had a talent for painting, 
and from the height of his artistic activity he looked 
down somewhat contemptuously on all other activities. 
Now it appeared that he had no ground for such an 
assumption, and thus every reminder of it was extremely 
distasteful to him. He looked with a heavy heart at all 
these luxurious arrangements of his studio, and in an 
unhappy frame of mind entered his cabinet. The cabinet 
was a very large and high room, with all kinds of adorn- 
ments, appliances, and comforts. 

He immediately found in the drawer of the immense 
table, under the division of memoranda, the summons, 
which said that he had to be at court at eleven o'clock. 
He sat down and wrote a note to the princess, thanking 
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her for the invitation, and promising to come to dinner, if 
he could. But after he had written this note, he tore it 
up: it was too familiar; he wrote another, and it was 
cold, almost offensive. He again tore it up, and pressed 
a button on the wall. On the threshold appeared an 
elderly, morose, cleanly shaven, whiskered lackey, in a 
gray calico apron. 

“ Please send for a cab.” 

“ Yes, sir.” 

«And tell her—there is somebody here from the 
Korchégins waiting for an answer —tell her that I am 
much obliged, and that I shall try to be there.” 

“« Yes, sir.” 

“Tt is impolite, but I cannot write. I shall see her 
to-day, anyway,” thought Nekhlytidov, and went away to 
dress himself. 

When, all dressed, he appeared on the porch, his 
familiar cab with the rubber tires was already waiting 
for him. 

« Yesterday, the moment you had left Prince Korché- 
gin,” said the cabman, half turning around his powerful, 
sunburnt neck, in a white shirt collar, “I came back, 
but the porter told me, ‘He has just left.’” 

“Even the cabmen know of my relations with the 
Korchégins,” thought Nekhlytidov, and the unsolved 
question, which had of late constantly preoccupied him, 
— whether he should marry Princess Korchdgin or not, — 
rose before him, and, as happened with him in the 
majority of questions which presented themselves to him 
at that time, he was unable to solve it one way or the 
other. 

In favour of the marriage spoke the fact that marriage, 
in addition to supplying him with a domestic hearth, 
would remove the irregularities of sexual life, and would 
make it possible for him to lead a moral existence; and, 
in the second place, and this was most important, Nekh- 
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lyvidov hoped that a family and children would give a 
meaning to his empty life. So much for marriage in 
general. Against marriage in general was, in the first 
place, the fear of losing his liberty, a fear which is 
common to all old bachelors, and in the second, an un- 
conscious dread before the mysterious being of a woman. 

In favour of his marrying Missy in particular (Princess 
Korchdgin’s name was Mariya, but, as in all families of a 
certain circle, she was nicknamed Missy) was, in the 
first place, her breeding, for in everything, from her wear- 
ing-apparel to her manner of speaking, walking, and 
laughing, she stood out from among common people, not 
by any special features, but by her general “ decency,” — 
he could not think of any other expression for this 
quality,’ which he esteemed highly; and in the second, 
because she respected him above all other men, conse- 
quently, according to his conceptions, she understood 
him. And it was this comprehension, that is, the 
acknowledgment of his high worth, which testified in 
Nekhlytidov’s opinion to her good mind and correct 
judgment. 

Against his marrying Missy in particular was, first, 
that it was quite possible that he should find a girl who 
would possess an even greater number of desirable qual- 
ities than Missy had, and who consequently would be 
worthier of him; and, secondly, the fact that she was 
twenty-seven years old and, therefore, must have been in 
love before, and this thought tormented Nekhlytidov. 
His pride could not make peace with the thought that at 
any time, even though it be in the past, she could have 
loved anybody but him. Of course, she could not have 
foreseen that she would meet him, but the very idea that 
she could have been in love with some one else offended 


Thus there were as many arguments in favour of 
marrying as against it; at least these two classes of argu- 
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ments were equally urgent, and Nekhlytdov, laughing at 
himself, called himself “ Buridan’s ass.” And he remained 
one, for he could not make up his mind to which bundle 
to turn. 

“ However, since I have received no answer from Marya 
Vasflevna (the marshal’s wife), and have not completely 
settled that affair, I cannot begin anything,” he said to 
himeelf. 

The consciousness that he could and should delay his 
decision was agreeable to him. 

“ Still, I will consider all this later,” he said to himself 
when his vehicle inaudibly drove over the asphalt drive- 
way of the court-house. 

“ Now I must act conscientiously, as I always execute, 
and always should execute my public duties. Besides, 
they are frequently interesting,” he said to himself, pass- 
“te by the doorkeeper, into the vestibule of the court- 

use. 


V. 


In the corridors of the court-house there was already 
animated motion, when Nekhlytidov entered it. 

The janitors were either walking rapidly, or even run- 
ning, without lifting their feet from the floor, but shuffling 
them, and out of breath, carrying orders and documents 
up and down. The bailiffs, the lawyers, and the judges 
passed from one place to another, while the plaintiffs and 
the defendants who were not under surveillance morosely 
walked up and down near the walls, or were sitting, wait- 
ing for their turns. 

“ Where is the circuit court?” Nekhlytidov asked one 
of the janitors. 

“Which? There is a civil division, there is a supreme 
court.” 

“Tam a juryman.” 

“Criminal division. You ought to have said so. Here, 
to the right, then to the left, second door.” 

Nekhlytidov followed his directions. 

At the door indicated two men stood waiting for some- 
thing. The one was a tall, fat merchant, a good-hearted 
man, who had evidently had something to drink and to 
eat, and was in a happy frame of mind; the other was a 
clerk, of Jewish extraction. They were talking about the 
price of wool, when Nekhlytidov walked over to them and 
asked them whether this was the jury-room. 

“Here, sir, here. Are you one of our kin, a jury- 
aa ” the merchant asked good-naturedly, winking 
m: 

a Well, we shall all work ene: he continued, upon 
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Nekhlytidov’s affirmative answer. “ Baklashdv, of the 
second guild,” he said, extending his soft, broad, open 
hand. “We shall have to work. With whom have I 
the honour ?” 

Nekhlyvidov mentioned his name, and went into the 
jury-room. 

In the room there were some ten men of all descrip- 
tions. They had all just arrived, and some were seated, 
while others walked about, eyeing one another and getting 
acquainted. There was an ex-officer in his uniform ; the 
others wore long or short coats, and one was clad in a 
sleeveless peasant coat. 

Though many of those present had been taken away 
from their work, and complained that this was a tiresome 
affair, they all bore the imprint of a certain pleasure, as 
though they were conscious of performing an important 
public duty. 

The jurors, having become acquainted with each other, 
or merely guessing who was who, were talking about the 
weather, about the early spring, and about the work before 
them. Those who did not know Nekhlytidov hastened 
to become acquainted with him, obviously regarding this 
as a special honour. Nekhlytdov received their advances 
as something due him, as he always did when among 
strangers. If he had been asked why he regarded him- 
self higher than the majority of mankind, he would not 
have been able to answer the question, because no part of 
his life was distinguished for any particular qualities. The 
fact that he spoke English, French, and German correctly, 
and that his linen, his attire, his ties, and his cuff-buttons 
came from the first purveyors of these articles, could not 
have served at all, so he knew himself, as a reason for 
supposing any superiority in himself. And yet, he un- 
questioningly assumed this superiority, and received the 
expressions of respect as something due him, and felt 
offended whenever they were not forthcoming. In the 
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jurors’ room he had occasion to experience the disagree- 
able sensation arising from an expression of disrespect. 
Among the jurymen was an acquaintance of Nekhlyt- 
dov’s. This was Peter Gerdsimovich (Nekhlytidov never 
had known his family name, and even boasted of this 
fact), who had formerly been a teacher of his sister's 
children. This Peter Gerdsimovich had finished his course 
at the university, and now was a teacher at a gymnasium. 
Nekhlyvidov never could bear him on account of his 
familiarity, and his self-satisfied laughter, — in general, on 
account of his “vulgarity,” as Nekhlyiidov’s sister used 
to express herself. 

“Ah, you are caught, too,’ Peter Gerdsimovich met 
Nekhlytidov, with a guffaw. “You could not tear your- 
self away?” 

“TI did not even have any intention of tearing myself 
away,” Nekhlytidov said, austerely and gloomily. 

“Well, this is a citizen’s virtue. Just wait, when you 
get hungry, and don’t have any sleep, you will sing a 
different song!” Peter Gerdsimovich shouted, laughing 
louder still. 

“This protopope’s son will soon be saying ‘thou’ to 
me,” thought Nekhlytidov, and with a face expressive of 
a sadness which would have been natural only if he had 
suddenly received the news of the death of all his rela- 
tives, he went away from him, and joined the group which 
had formed itself around a tall, cleanly shaven, stately 
gentleman, who was relating something with animation. 
The gentleman was telling of the lawsuit which was 
being tried in the civil department, as of an affair which 
he well knew; he called all the judges and famous law- 
yers by their Christian names and patronymics. He was 
expatiating on the wonderful turn which a famous lawyer 
had given to it, so that one of the contesting parties, an 
old lady, though entirely in the right, would have to pay 
an immense sum to the other party. 
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“A brilliant lawyer!” he said. 

He was listened to with respect, and some tried to put 
in a word of their own, but he interrupted them all, as 
though he were the only one who could know anything 
properly. 

Although Nekhlytidov had arrived late, he had to wait 
for a long time. The case was delayed by one of the 
members of the court, who had not yet arrived. 


VL 


THE presiding judge had come early. He was a tall, 
stout man, with long, grayish side-whiskers. He was 
married, but led a very dissolute life, and so did his wife. 
They did not interfere with each other. On that morning 
he had received a note from the Swiss governess, who lived 
in their house in the summer and now was on her way to 
St. Petersburg, that she would wait for him in town, in 
“ Hotel Italy,” between three and six o'clock. And so he 
was anxious to begin and end the sitting of the court as 
early as possible, in order to get a chance of visiting this 
red-haired Kidra Vasflevna, with whom he had begun a 
love-affair the summer before, in the country. 

Upon entering the cabinet, he bolted the door, took out 
@ pair of dumb-bells from the lowest shelf of the safe with 
the documents, and twenty times moved them up, for- 
ward, sidewise, and downward, and then three times 
squatted lightly, holding the dumb-bells above his head. 

“Nothing keeps up a man’s physique so well as water 
and gymnastic exercises,” he thought, feeling with his left 
hand, with a gold ring on its ring-finger, the swelling 
biceps of his right arm. He had still to make two wind- 
mill motions, which he always practised before a long 
session, when the door was shaken. Somebody was try- 
ing to come in. The presiding judge immediately put the 
dumb-bells away, and opened the door. 

“TI beg your pardon,” he said. 

Into the room stepped one of the members of the court, 
in gold spectacles; he was short, with raised shoulders 
and frowning face. 
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“ Matvyéy Nikftich is again absent,” said the member 
with displeasure. 

“He is not yet here,” replied the presiding judge, 
donning his uniform. “He is eternally late.” 

“TI wonder he is not ashamed of himself,” said the 
member, and angrily sat down and took the cigarettes 
out of his pocket. 

This member, who was a very precise man, had had an 
unpleasant encounter with his wife on that morning, 
because she had spent the money which was to have lasted 
her a whole month. She had asked for some more in 
advance, but he insisted that he would not depart from 
his rules. A scene ensued. His wife said that if he 
insisted upon this, there would be no dinner, — and that 
he had better not expect any. Thereupon he left, fearing 
that she would keep her word, for she was capable of 
anything. “So this is what you get for living a good, 
moral life,” he thought, looking at the shining, healthy, 
gay, and good-hearted presiding judge, who, spreading 
wide his elbows, was with his beautiful white hands 
clawing his thick and long grayish side-whiskers on both 
sides of his embroidered collar. “He is always happy 
and content, and I suffer.” 

The secretary entered, bringing some papers. 

“Very much obliged to you,” said the presiding 
judge, lighting a cigar. “Which case shall we launch 
first ?” 

“I suppose the poisoning case,” the secretary said, 
apparently with indifference. 

“Very well, let it be the poisoning case,” said the 
presiding judge, reflecting that it was a case that might 
be ended by four o'clock, whereupon he could leave. 
“Has Matvyéy Nikitich not yet come?” 

“ Not yet.” 

“ And is Bréve here?” 

“ He is,” answered the secretary. 
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“Tell him, then, if you see him, that we shall begin 
with the poisoning case.” 

Bréve was the assistant prosecuting attorney who was 
to prosecute at the present sitting. 

Upon reaching the corridor, the secretary met Bréve. 
Raising high his shoulders, he was almost running along 
the corridor; his uniform was unbuttoned, and he carried 
his portfolio under one arm; he continually struck his 
heels together, and swung his free arm in such a manner 
that the palm of his hand was perpendicular to the 
direction of his walk. 

“ Mikhafl Petrévich wants to know whether you are 
ready ?” the secretary asked him. 

“Of course I am,” said the assistant prosecuting attor- 
ney. “ Which case comes first ?” 

«The poisoning case.” 

“Very well,” said the assistant prosecuting attorney ; 
but he did not think it well at all, for he had not slept 
the whole night. There had been a farewell party, where 
they had drunk and played cards until two o’clock in the 
morning ; then they all called on the women in the very 
house where Maslova had been six months ago, so that 
he had not had any time whatsoever to read up the brief ; 
he hoped to be able to do so now. The secretary, who 
knew that he had not yet read up the poisoning case, had 
purposely advised the presiding judge to start with it. 
The secretary was a man of liberal, nay, even radical 
views. Bréve, on the contrary, was a conservative, and, 
like all Germans in Russian service, a devout Greek- 
Catholic; the secretary did not like him, and envied him 
his place. 

“Well, how about the Castrate Sectarians?” asked the 
secretary. 

“TI said, I could not,” said the assistant prosecuting 
attorney. “For want of witnessea,—TI shall so report to 
the court.” 
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big But, all the game —— sd 

“I cannot,” said the assistant prosecuting attorney, 
and, swaying his arm as before, entered his cabinet. 

He delayed the case of the sectarians on account of the 
absence of an unimportant witness, who was not at all 
needed, and his reason for doing this was just because the 
case was to be heard in a court where the jury were an 
intelligent set, and where it might easily end in their 
favour. By agreement with the presiding judge, this case 
was to be transferred to the session in a county seat, 
where there would be more peasants on the jury, and a 
better chance to end the case unfavourably for the 
sectarians. 

The crowd in the corridor was getting more animated. 
Most people were gathered near the hall of the civil divi- 
sion, where the case was being tried, of which the stately 
gentleman, the lover of lawsuits, had been telling the 
jurors. During an intermission, from the hall emerged 
the same old woman from whom the brilliant lawyer had 
succeeded in wrenching away her whole pro in 
favour of a pettifogger, who did not have the sli 
right to it. The judges knew that, and the plaintiff and 
his attorney knew it even better; but the case had been 
conducted in such a manner that there was no other issue 
possible but that the property should be taken away from 
the old woman, and given over to the pettifogger. The 
old woman was a stout lady in her holiday clothes, and 
with enormous flowers on her hat. Upon coming out of 
the door, she stopped in the corridor, and, swaying her 
plump short arms, kept repeating, as she turned to her 
lawyer: “ How will that be? I beg you. How will that 
be?” The lawyer was looking at the flowers on her 
hat, and, without listening to her, was considering some- 


Immediately after the old woman, there hurried out of 
the hall of the civil division, resplendent in his wide-open 
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vest, that same famous attorney, who had fixed matters 
in such a way that the old woman with the flowers was 
left penniless, while the pettifogger, who gave him a fee 
of ten thousand roubles, received more than one hundred 
thousand roubles. All eyes were directed upon the 
lawyer, and he was conscious of it, so that his whole 
countenance seemed to be saying, “Please, no special 
expressions of respect,” as he rapidly passed by the group 
congregated there. 


VIL 


FInaLty Matvyéy Nikitich arrived, and a bailiff, a spare 
man, with a long neck and sidling gait, and also a lower 
lip that protruded sidewise, entered the jury-room. 

This bailiff was an honest man, who had received a 
university education, but was not able to keep a place 
any length of time, because he was a confirmed tippler. 
Three months before, a countess, a protectress of his wife, 
had got this place for him, and he had so far been able to 
hold it, which made him feel happy. 

“ Well, gentlemen, are you all here.?” he said, putting 
on his eye-glasses, and looking over them. 

“It seems, all,” said the merry merchant. 

“Let us see,” said the bailiff, and drawing a list from 
his pocket, he began to call out the names, looking now 
through his glasses, and now over them. 

“ Councillor of State I. M. Nikfforov.” 

“Here,” said the stately gentleman, who knew about 
all the cases at law. 

“ Ex-Colonel Ivan Semévich Ivanov.” 

“Here,” said the haggard man in the uniform of an 
officer out of service. 

“The Merchant of the second guild, Petr Baklashév.” 

“ Here he is,” said the good-hearted merchant, smiling 
with his mouth wide open. “Ready!” 

“ Lieutenant of the Guard Prince Dmitri Nekhlytidov.” 

“ Here,” answered Nekhlytidov. 

The bailiff, looking with an expression of pleasurable 
politeness above his glasses, made a bow, as if to honour 


him above the rest. 
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“Captain Yuri Dmftrievich Danchénko, Merchant Gri- 
géri Effmovich Kuleshév,” and so on. 

All but two were present. 

“ Now, gentlemen, please proceed to the hall,” said the 
bailiff, pointing to the door with a polite gesture. 

They started, and, letting one after another pass through 
the door into the corridor, went from the corridor into the 
court-room. 

The court-room was a large, long hall One end of it 
was occupied by a platform, which was reached by three 
steps. In the middle of this elevation stood a table 
which was covered with a green cloth, bordered by a 
green fringe of a darker shade. Behind the table stood 
three chairs, with very high carved oak backs, and behind 
the chairs hung a bright life-sized picture of the emperor 
in the uniform of a general, with a sash; he was repre- 
sented in the act of stepping forward, and resting his 
hand on his sabre. In the right-hand corner hung a 
shrine with the image of Christ in his crown of thorns, 
and stood a pulpit, while on the right was the desk of the 
prosecuting attorney. On the left, opposite the desk, was 
the secretary’s table, set back against the wall; and 
nearer to the audience was a screen of oak rounds, 
and back of it the unoccupied bench of the defendants. 

On the right on the platform stood two rows of chairs, 
also with high backs, for the jurors, and beneath them 
were the tables for the lawyers. All this was in the fore 
part of the hall, which was divided by the screen into 
two parts. The back half was occupied by benches, 
which, rising one behind the other, went as far as the 
back wall. In the front benches sat four women, either 
factory girls or chambermaids, and two men, also labourers, 
evidently oppressed by the splendour of the room’s inte- 
rior, and therefore speaking to each other in a whisper. 

Soon after the jurors had entered, the bailiff went with 
his sidling gait to the middle of the room, and shouted in 
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nan voice, as though he wished to frighten some- 
y: 
“The court is coming!” 

Everybody rose, and the judges walked out on the 
platform. First came the presiding judge, with his well- 
developed muscles and beautiful whiskers. Then came 
the gloomy member of the court, in gold spectacles, who 
now was even more gloomy, because just before the ses- 
sion began he had seen his brother-in-law, a candidate for 
@ judicial position, who had informed him that he had 
just been at his sister’s, and that she had told him that 
there would be no dinner. 

“ Well, I suppose we shall have to go to an inn,” said 
the brother-in-law, smiling. 

“There is nothing funny in this,” replied the gloomy 
member of the court, and grew gloomier still. 

And, finally, the third member of the court, that same 
Matvyéy Nikitich, who was always late. He was a 
bearded man, with large, drooping, kindly eyes. This 
member suffered from a gastral catarrh ; with the doctor's 
advice he had begun that morning a new regimen, and it 
was this new regimen which had detained him at home 
longer than usual. Now, as he was ascending the plat- 
form, he had a concentrated look, because he was in the 
habit of using all kinds of guesses, in order to arrive at a 
solution of such questions as he propounded to himself. 
Just now, he had made up his mind that if the number of 
steps from the door of the cabinet to the chair should be 
divisible by three, without a remainder, the new regimen 
would cure him of the catarrh, but if it did not divide 
exactly, the regimen would be a failure. There were in 
all twenty-six steps, but he doubled one, and thus reached 
the chair with his twenty-seventh step. 

The figures of the presiding judge and of the members, 
as they ascended the platform ‘in their uniforms with the 
collars embroidered in gold lace, were very impressive. 
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They were themselves conscious of this, and all three, as 
though embarrassed by their grandeur, swiftly and mod- 
estly lowering their eyes, sat down on their carved chairs, 
back of the table with the green cloth, on which towered a 
triangular Mirror of Law with an eagle, and a glass vase 
such as is used on sideboards for confectionery ; there also 
stood an inkstand, and lay pens, clean paper, and newly 
sharpened pencils of all dimensions. The associate prose- 
cuting attorney had come in at the same time as the judges. 
He at once walked up to his place near the window just 
as hurriedly, with his portfolio under his arm, and waving 
his hand in the same manner as before, and at once buried 
himself in the reading and examination of the papers, 
utilizing every minute in order to prepare himself for the 
case. This was the fourth time he had had a case to 
prosecute. He was very ambitious and had firmly deter- 
mined to make a career, therefore he regarded it as neces- 
sary that the cases should go against the defendant every 
time he prosecuted. He was acquainted with the chief 
points in the poisoning case, and had even formed a plan 
of attack, but he needed a few more data, and was now 
hurriedly reading the briefs, and copying out the necessary 
points. 

The secretary was seated at the opposite end of the 
platform, and, having arranged all the documents that 
might be needed, was looking over a proscribed article, 
which he had obtained and read the day before. He 
was anxious to talk about this article to the member 
of the court with the long beard, who shared his views, 
and was trying to become familiar with its contents before 
he spoke to him about it. 


VIII. 


THE presiding judge looked through the papers, put a 
few questions to the bailiff and the secretary, and, having 
received affirmative answers, gave the order to bring in 
the defendants. The door back of the screen was imme- 
diately thrown open, and two gendarmes in caps, and 
with unsheathed swords, entered, and were followed by 
the defendants,— by a red-haired, freckled man, and 
by two women. The man was clad in a prison cloak, 
which was much too broad and too long for him. As he 
entered the court-room, he held his hands with their out- 
stretched fingers down his legs, thus keeping the long 
sleeves back in place. He did not glance upon the 
judges or upon the spectators, but gazed at the bench, 
around which he was walking, Having got to the other 
end, he let the women sit down first, and himself took up 
a seat on the very edge; gazing fixedly at the presiding 
judge, he began to move the muscles of his cheeks, as 
though whispering something. After him came a young 
woman, also dressed in a prison cloak. Her head was 
wrapped in a prison kerchief; her face was ashen-white, 
without eyebrows or lashes, but with red eyes. This 
woman seemed to be very calm. As she was going up to 
her seat, her cloak caught on something, but she carefully, 
without any undue haste, freed it, and sat down. 

The third defendant was Maslova. 

The moment she entered, the eyes of all the men who 
were in the court-room were directed upon her, and for a 
long time were riveted upon her white face, with her 
black, sparkling eyes, and her swelling bosom underneath 
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her cloak. Even the gendarme, near whom she passed, 
gazed at her uninterruptedly, until she had gone beyond 
him; when she sat down, he rapidly turned away, as 
though conscious of his guilt, and, straightening himself 
up, fixed his eyes upon the window in front of him. 

The presiding judge waited until the defendants had 
taken their seats, and the moment Maslova sat down, he 
turned to the secretary. 

Then began the usual procedure: the roll-call of the 
jurors, the discussion about those who had failed to make 
their appearance, and the imposition of fines upon them, 
the decision in regard to those who wished to be excused, 
and the completion of the required number from the 
reserve jurors. Then the presiding judge folded some 
slips of paper, placed them in the glass vase, and, rolling 
up a little the embroidered sleeves of his uniform and 
baring his hirsute arms, began, with the gestures of a 
prestidigitator, to take out one slip at a time; these he 
unrolled and read. Then the presiding judge adjusted 
his sleeves, and ordered the priest to swear in the jurors. 

The old priest, with a swollen, sallow face, in a cinna- 
mon-coloured vestment, with a gold cross on his breast 
and a small decoration pinned to his vestment, slowly 
moving his swollen legs under his garment, went up to 
the reading-desk which stood under the image. 

The jurymen arose and in a crowd moved up to the 
desk. 

« Please, come up,” said the priest, touching the cross 
on his chest with his swollen hand, and waiting for the 
approach of all the jurors. 

This priest had taken orders forty-six years before, and 
was preparing himself in three years to celebrate his 
jubilee in the same manner in which the cathedral proto- 
pope had lately celebrated his. He had served in the 
circuit court since the opening of the courts, and was very 
proud of the fact that he had sworn in several tens of 
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thousands of people, and that at his advanced age he con- 
tinued to labour for the good of the Church, of his country, 
and of his family, to whom he would leave a house and 
@ capital of not less than thirty thousand roubles in 
bonds. It had never occurred to him that his work 
in the court-room, which consisted in having people take 
an oath over the Gospel, in which swearing of oaths is 
directly prohibited, was not good ; he was not in the least 
annoyed by his routine occupation, but, on the contrary, 
liked it very much, because it gave him an opportunity 
of getting acquainted with nice gentlemen. He had just 
had the pleasure of meeting the famous lawyer, who 
inspired him with great respect because he had received 
a fee of ten thousand roubles for nothing more than the 
case of the old woman with the immense flowers. 

When the jurors had walked up the steps of the plat- 
form, the priest, bending his bald, gray head to one side, 
stuck it through the greasy opening of the scapulary, and, 
arranging his scanty hair, addressed the jurors. 

“ Raise your right hands and put your fingers together 
like this,” he said, in the deliberate voice of an old man, 
lifting his plump hand, with dimples beneath every finger, 
and putting three fingers together. “Now repeat after 
me,” he said, and began, “I promise and swear by Al- 
mighty God, before His Holy Gospel and before the Life- 
giving Rood of the Lord, that in the case, in which —” 
he said, making a pause after every sentence. “Don’t drop 
your hand, but hold it like this,” he addressed a young 
man, who had dropped his hand, — “that in the case, in 
which —” 

The stately gentleman with the whiskers, the colonel, 
the merchant, and others held their fingers as the priest 
had ordered them to do; some of these held them high 
and distinctly formed, as though this gave them special 
pleasure; others again held them reluctantly and in an 
indefinite manner. Some repeated the words too loudly, 
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as though with undue zeal and with an expression which 
said, “ There is nothing to prevent my speaking aloud ;” 
others again spoke in a whisper, and fell behind the words 
of the priest, and then, as if frightened, hastened to catch 
up with him; some held their three fingers firmly folded, 
and flaunted them, as though they were afraid of freeing 
something from their hands; others loosened their fingers 
and again gathered them up. All felt awkward, and the 
old priest alone was firmly convinced that he was per- 
forming a useful work. 

After the oath had been administered, the presiding 
judge told the jurors to elect a foreman. The jurymen 
arose, and, crowding each other, went into the council- 
room, where they immediately took out their cigarettes, 
and began to smoke. Somebody proposed the stately 
gentleman for a foreman; he was chosen by unanimous 
consent, and, throwing away and extinguishing the ciga- 
rette stumps, they returned to the court-room. The stately 
gentleman announced to the presiding judge that he had 
been chosen foreman, and, stepping over each others’ feet, 
they sat down in two rows, on the chairs with the high 
backs. 

Everything went without a hitch, almost with solem- 
nity, and this regularity, this sequence and solemnity, 
afforded all the participants pleasure, for it confirmed them 
in their conviction that they were performing a serious 
and important public duty. Nekhlytidov, too, felt this. 

The moment the jurors had taken their seats, the pre- 
siding judge made a speech to them about their nghts, 
their duties, and their responsibilities. While delivering 
his speech, the judge kept changing his pose: he leaned 
now on his right arm, now on his left, now on the back, 
and now on the arm of his chair; he smoothed out the 
edges of the papers, or he stroked the paper-knife, or 
fingered a pencil. 

Their rights consisted, according to his words, in being 
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permitted to ask questions of the defendants through the 
presiding judge, in having pencil and paper, and in being 
allowed to inspect the exhibits. Their duty consisted in 
judging justly, and not falsely. And their responsibility 
was this: if they did not keep their consultations secret, 
or if they established any communication with the out- 
side world, they would be subject to punishment. 

Everybody listened with respectful attention. The 
merchant, wafting around him the odour of liquor, and re- 
straining himself from loud belching, approvingly nodded 
his head at every sentence. 


TX. 


HavIna finished his speech, the judge turned to the 
defendants. 

“Simén Kartinkin, arise!” he said. 

Simén got up with a jerk, and the muscles of his 
cheeks moved more rapidly. 

“ Your name ?” 

“Simén Petrév Kartinkin,” he answered rapidly, in a 
crackling voice, evidently having prepared his answer in 
advance. 

“Your rank ?” 

« Peasant.” 

“What Government and county ?” 

“From the Government of Tila, Krapivensk County, 
Kupydénsk township, village of Bérki.” 

“ How old are you?” 

« Thirty-three; born in one thousand —” 

“What is your religion ?” 

“Tam a Russian, an Orthodox.” 

“ Married ?” 

“No, sir.” 

«“ What is your occupation ?” 

“TI worked in the corridor of ‘ Hotel Mauritania.’” 

“ Have you been in court before?” 

“JT have never been sentenced, because I used to 
live oo ose ” 

“You have not been tried before ?” 

“So help me God, never.” 

“Have you received a copy of the indictment ?” 


«T have.” 
45 
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“Take your seat! Evfimiya Ivdnovna Béchkova,” the 
presiding judge addressed the next defendant. 

But Simén continued standing, and Béchkova could 
not be seen behind his back. 

« Kartinkin, sit down.” 

Kartinkin continued to stand. 

“« Kartinkin, sit down!” 

But Kartinkin still stood up; he sat down only when 
the bailiff ran up, and, bending his head down, and un- 
naturally opening his mouth, said to him in a tragic 
whisper: “Sit down, sit down!” 

Kartinkin dropped as fast into his seat as he had shot 
up before, and, wrapping himself in his cloak, began once 
more silently to move his cheeks. 

«Your name?” the judge addressed the second defend- 
ant, with a sigh of fatigue, without looking at her, and 
looking up something in the document which was lying 
before him. The presiding judge was so used to his cases 
that, in order to expedite matters, he was able to attend 
to two things at the same time. 

Béchkova was forty-three years old; her rank, burgess 
of Kolémna; her occupation, corridor maid in the same 
“ Hotel Mauritania.” She had not been before under trial, 
and had received the indictment. She answered all the 
questions very freely, and with such intonations as though 
she meant to convey the idea: “ Yes, 1, Evfimiya Béch- 
kova, have received the copy, and am proud of it, and 
allow nobody to laugh at me.” She did not wait for the 
permission to be seated, but sat down the moment the 
last question was answered. 

“Your name?” the gallant presiding judge exceedingly 
politely addressed the third defendant. “ You must stand 
up!” he added, softly and kindly, noticing that Mdslova 
was sitting. | 

Méslova started up with a swift motion, and with an 
expression of readiness, thrusting forward her swelling 
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bosom, looked, without answering, at the face of the judge 
with her smiling and slightly squinting black eyes. 

“ What is your name?” 

« Lyubdv,” she quickly replied. 

In the meantime, Nekhlyvidov, who had put on his 
eye-glasses, was watching the defendants while the ques- 
tions were being asked. “It can’t be,” he thought, rivet- 
ing his eyes on the defendant. “ But how is it Lyubdv ?” 
he thought, upon hearing her answer. 

The judge wanted to continue his questions, but the 
member in the spectacles, saying something angrily under 
his breath, stopped him. The judge nodded consent, and 
again turned to the defendant. 

“Lyubév?” he said. “A different name is given 
here.” 

The defendant remained silent. 

“1 ask what your real name is?” 

“By what name were you baptized?” the member 
asked, angrily. 

“ Formerly I was called Katerina.” 

“It is impossible,” Nekhlyvidov kept saying to himself, 
and meanwhile he knew beyond any doubt that it was 
she, the same girl, half-educated, half-chambermaid, with 
whom he had once been in love, precisely, in love, but 
whom he had seduced during an uncontrollable transport 
and then had abandoned, and whom he later never thought 
of, because that recollection would have been too painful 
to him and would have condemned him; it would have 
proved that he, who was so proud of his “decency,” not 
only was not decent, but had simply treated this woman 
contemptibly. 

Yes, it was she. He now saw clearly that exclusive 
and mysterious individuality which separates one person 
from another and makes him exclusive, one, and unre- 
peated. Beneath the unnatural pallor and plumpness 
of her face, this individuality, this sweet, exceptional 
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individuality, was in her face, her lips, her slightly squint- 
ing eyes, and, above all else, in her nafve, smiling glance, 
and in that expression of readiness, not only in her face, 
but in her whole figure. 

«You ought to have said so,” the judge said, still very 
softly. “Your patronymic?” 

“T am of illegitimate birth,” said Méslova. 

“ How were you called by your godfather ?” 

“ Mikhéylovna.” 

« What could her crime be?” Nekhlytidov eonunuce to 
think, breathing with difficulty. 

“Your family name?” continued the judge. 

“ Méslova, by my mother.” 

“ Rank ?” 

“ Burgess.” 

“ Of the Orthodox faith ?” 

“ Yes.” 

“Occupation? What was your occupation ?” 

Maslova was silent. 

“What was your occupation ?” repeated the judge. 

“T lived in an establishment,” she said. 

“In what kind of an establishment?” angrily asked 
the member in the spectacles. 

“You know yourself in what kind,” said Maslova, 
smiling, and, immediately turning around, she again fixed 
her eyes on the presiding judge. 

There was something so unusual in the expression of 
her face, and something so terrible and pitiable in the 
meaning of the words which she had uttered, in her 
smile, and in that rapid glance which she then cast upon 
the whole court-room, that the presiding judge lost his 
composure, and for a moment ensued a complete silence 
in the hall. The silence was broken by the laughter of 
somebody among the spectators. Somebody else cried, 
“Hush!” The presiding judge raised his head and con- 
tinued the questions. 
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“Have you ever been tried or under a judicial inquest 
before ?” 

“No,” softly said Mdslova, with a sigh. 

« Have you received the indictment ?” 

“T have.” 

“ Take your seat,” said the presiding judge. 

The defendant lifted her skirt with a motion with 
which dressed up women adjust their train, and sat down, 
folding her small white hands in the sleeve of the cloak, 
without taking her eyes off the presiding judge. 

Then began the roll-call of the witnesses, and the re- 
moval of the witnesses, and the determination of the 
medical expert, and his call to the court-room. Then 
the secretary rose and began to read the indictment. He 
read with a clear and loud enunciation, but so rapidly 
that his voice, with its incorrectly articulated r’s and I's, 
mingled into one uninterrupted, soporific din. The judges 
leaned now on one arm of the chair, now on the other, 
now on the table, or against the back, and now closed 
their eyes or opened them and passed some words to each 
other in a whisper. One gendarme several times held 
back his incipient convulsive yawning. 

Of the defendants, Kartinkin never stopped moving his 
cheeks. Béchkova sat very quiet and erect, occasionally 
scratching her head underneath her kerchief. 

Maslova sat motionless, listening to the reader and 
looking at him; now and then she shuddered, as though 
wishing to contradict, blushed, and drew deep sighs; she 
changed the position of her hands, looked around her, and 
again riveted her eyes on the reader. 

Nekhlyuidov sat in the first row, on his high chair, the 
second from the outer edge; he did not take off his eye- 
glasses, and gazed at Maslova, while his soul was in a 
complicated and painful ferment. 


x. 


THE indictment was as follows: On the seventeenth of 
January, 188-, the police was informed by the proprietor 
of “Hotel Mauritania,” of that city, of the sudden death 
of the transient Siberian merchant of the second guild, 
Ferapént Smyelkév, who had been staying in his establish- 
ment. According to the testimony of the physician of the 
fourth ward, Smyelkdév’s death had been caused by a rupture 
of the heart, induced by an immoderate use of spirituous 
liquors, and Smyelkév’s body was committed to the earth 
on the third day. In the meantime, on the fourth day 
after Smyelkdév’s death, there returned from St. Petersburg 
his countryman and companion, the Siberian merchant 
Timdkhin, who, upon learning of the death of his friend 
Smyelkév, and of the circumstances under which it had 
taken place, expressed his suspicion that Smyelkdév’s death 
was due to unnatural causes, and that he had been poi- 
soned by evil-doers, who had seized his money and a gold 
ring, which were wanting from the inventory of his 
property. As a result of this, an inquest was instituted, 
and the following was ascertained : First, that it was known 
to the proprietor of “ Hotel Mauritania” and to the clerk 
of Merchant Starikéyv, with whom Smyelkdév had had busi- 
ness affairs after his arrival in the city, that Smyelkév 
ought to have had 3,800 roubles, which he had received 
from the bank, whereas in the travelling-bag and pocket- 
book, which had been sealed up at his death, only 312 
roubles and sixteen kopeks were found. Secondly, that 
the day and night precemng his death, Smyelkév had 
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passed with the prostitute Lyubév, who had been twice 
to his room. Thirdly, that said prostitute had sold a 
diamond ring, belonging to Smyelkév, to the landlady. 
Fourthly, that the hotel maid Evfimiya Bécbkova had 
deposited eighteen hundred roubles in a bank on the day 
after Smyelkév’s death. And, fifthly, that, according to 
the declaration of the prostitute Lyubév, the hotel servant 
Simén Kartinkin had handed a powder to said prostitute 
Lyubév, advising her to pour it into the wine of Merchant 
Smyelkév, which she, according to her own confession, 
had promptly done. 

At the inquest, the defendant, said prostitute, named 
Lyubév, deposed that during the presence of Merchant 
Smyelkév in the house of prostitution, in which, according 
to her words, she had been working, she had really been 
sent by the said Merchant Smyelkdév to his room in the 
“ Hotel Mauritania ” to fetch him some money; and that 
there she had opened his valise with the key which he had 
given her, and had taken from it forty roubles, as ordered 
to do, but that she had not taken any more money, to 
which Simén Kartinkin and Evfimiya Béchkova could 
be her witnesses, for she had opened and closed the valise 
and had taken out the money in their presence. 

But as to the poisoning of Smyelkév, prostitute Lyubdv 
deposed that upon her third arrival at Merchant Smyel- 
kév’s room, she had really, at the instigation of Simdén 
Kartinkin, given him some powders in his cognac, think- 
ing them to be such as would induce sleep, for the purpose 
of being freed from him as soon as he fell asleep ; that she 
had taken no money ; and that the ring had been given 
her by Smyelkév himself, when he had dealt her some 
blows, and she had intended to leave. 

At the inquisition, the defendants, Evfimiya Béchkova 
and Simén Kartfnkin, deposed as follows: Evfimiya Béch- 
kova deposed that she knew nothing of the lost money ; 
that she had not once entered the merchant’s room; and 
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that Lyubév had been there by herself, and that, if any 
money had been stolen, it must have been stolen by Lyu- 
bév when she had come with the merchant's key for the 
money. 

At this point of the reading, Mdslova shuddered, and, 
opening her mouth, glanced at Béchkova. 

When the eighteen-hundred-rouble bank-bill was pre- 
sented to Evfimiya Béchkova, the secretary continued 
reading, and she was asked where she got such a sum 
of money, she deposed that it had been earned by her 
during twelve years in conjunction with Simén, whom 
she had intended to 

At the inquest, the defendant Simén Kart{nkin in his 
first deposition confessed that he and Béchkova had 
together stolen the money, at the instigation of Maslova, 
who had come from the house of prostitution with the 
key, and that he had divided it among himself, Mdslova, 
and Béchkova; he had also confessed that he had given 
the powders to Maslova, in order to induce sleep. But at 
the second deposition he denied his participation in the 
stealing of the money, and his having handed any powders 
to Maslova, and accused Maslova alone. But in regard 
to the money which Béchkova had deposited in the bank, 
he deposed, similar to her statement, that she had earned 
that money in conjunction with him during the eighteen 
years of her service at the hotel, from the eevee of 
the gentlemen. 

To clear up the circumstances of the case, it was found 
necessary to hold an inquest over the body of Merchant 
Smyelkév, and consequently an order was given to ex- 
hume Smyelkév’s body and to investigate both the con- 
tents of his entrails, and the changes that might have 
taken place in his organism. The investigation of his 
entrails showed that death had been occasioned by poison- 
ing. Then there followed in the indictment the descrip- 
tion of the cross-examination, and the depositions of the 
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witnesses. The conclusion of the indictment was as 
follows : 

Smyelkdév, merchant of the second guild, having in a 
fit of intoxication and debauch entered into relations 
with a prostitute in Kitdeva’s house of prostitution, by 
the name of Lyubédv, and having taken a special liking 
to her, had, on the seventeenth of January, 188-, while 
in Kitdeva’s house of prostitution, sent the above-men- 
tioned prostitute Lyubdédv, with the key of his valise, to 
his room in the hotel, in order that she might procure 
from his valise forty roubles, which he had wished to 
spend. Having arrived at his room, Katerina Maslova, 
while taking this money, had entered into an agreement 
with Béchkova and with Kartinkin to seize all the money 
and the valuables belonging to Merchant Smyelkév, and 
to divide them up among themselves, which was promptly 
executed by them (again Mdslova shuddered, raised her- 
self in her seat, and grew purple in her face), whereat 
Maslova received the diamond ring, — the secretary con- 
tinued reading, — and probably a small amount of money, 
which has been either concealed or lost by her, since 
during that night she happened to be in an intoxicated 
condition. 

In order to conceal the traces of their crime, the par- 
ticipants had agreed to entice Merchant Smyelkdév back 
to his room and to poison him there with arsenic, which 
was in Kartfnkin’s possession. For this purpose, Mdslova 
returned to the house of prostitution and there persuaded 
Merchant Smyelkév to drive back with her to his room 
in “Hotel Mauritania.” Upon Smyelkév’s return, Més- 
lova, having received the powders from Kartinkin, poured 
them into the wine, and gave it to Smyelkdév to drink, 
from which ensued his death. 

In view of the above-mentioned facts, Simon Kartfn- 
kin, a peasant of the village of Bérki, and thirty-three 
years of age, Burgess Evffmiya I[vdnovna Béchkova, forty- 
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three years of age, and Burgess Katerina Mikhéylovna 
Méslova, twenty-seven years of age, are accused of hav- 
ing, on January 17, 188-, conspired to seize the money 
of Merchant Smyelkév, to the sum of twenty-five hundred 
roubles, and to deprive Merchant Smyelkév of his life, 
in order to conceal the traces of their crime, for which 
purpose they administered poison to him, which caused 
his death. 

This crime is provided for in Article 1455 of the Crimi- 
nal Code. In pursuance thereof, and on the basis of 
article so and so of the Statutes of Criminal Procedure, 
Peasant Simén Kartinkin, Evfimiya Béchkova, and Bur- 
gess Katerina Madslova are subject to the jurisdiction of 
the circuit court and are to be tried by jury. 

Thus the secretary ended the reading of his long indict- 
ment, and, putting away the documents, sat down in his 
seat, passing both his hands through his hair. Everybody 
drew a sigh of relief, with the pleasant conviction that 
now the investigation would begin, when everything 
would be cleared up, and justice would be satisfied. 
Nekhlytidov alone did not experience that sensation: he 
was all absorbed in the contemplation of the terrible 
charges brought against Mdslova, whom he had known 
as an innocent and charming girl ten years before. 


XL 


WHEN the reading of the indictment was ended, the 
presiding judge, having consulted with the members, 
turned to Kartinkin with an expression which manifestly 
said that now they would most surely ascertain all the 
details of the case. 

« Peasant Simdén Kartinkin,” he began, leaning to his 
left. 

Simén Kartinkin got up, holding his hands close at his 
sides, and bending forward with his whole body, while 
his cheeks continued to move inaudibly. 

«You are accused of having, on January 17, 188-, in 
company with Evfimiya Bdéchkova and Katerina Mias- 
lova, appropriated from Smyelkév’s valise his money, and 
then of having brought arsenic, and having persuaded 
Katerina Maslova to give it to Merchant Smyelkév to 
drink in wine, from which his death ensued. Do you 
plead guilty ?” he said, leaning to his right. 

“It is entirely impossible, because it is our duty to 
serve the guests —” 

«You will tell that later. Do you plead guilty ?” 

“Not at all I only —” 

“You will say that later. Do you plead guilty?” the 
presiding judge repeated calmly, but firmly. 

“T can’t do that because — ” 

Again the bailiff ran up to Simén Kartfnkin, and 
stopped him, in a tragic whisper. 

The presiding judge, with an expression on his face as 
though this matter had nen settled, changed the position 
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of the elbow of that arm, in the hand of which he was 
holding a paper, and addressed Evifmiya Béchkova. 

“Evifmiya Béchkova, you are accused of having taken, 
on January 17, 188-, in company with Simdn Kartinkin 
and Katerina Mdslova, from Merchant Smyelkdv’s valise, 
his money and ring, and after dividing the property up 
among yourselves, of having tried to conceal your crime 
by giving Merchant Smyelkév poison, from which his 
death ensued. Do you plead guilty?” 

“Tam guilty of nothing,” the defendant spoke boldly 
and firmly. “I did not even go into his room— And 
as this lewd one went in there, she did it.” 

“You will tell that later,” the presiding judge said 
again, just as gently and firmly as before. “So you do 
not plead guilty ?” 

“T did not take the money, and I did not give him 
anything to drink, and I was not in his room. If I had 
been in there, I should have kicked her out.” 

“You do not plead guilty ?” 

“ Never.” 

“Very well.” 

“ Katerina Mdslova,” began the presiding judge, nites: 
ing the third defendant, “you are accused of having 
come from the public house to the room of ‘ Hotel Mauri- 
tania,’ with the key to Merchant Smyelkév’s valise, and of 
having taken from that valise money and a ring,” he said, 
as though reciting a lesson learned by rote, leaning his 
ear to the member on the left, who was informing him 
that according to the list of the exhibits a certain vial 
was wanting, “of having taken from that valise money 
and a ring,” repeated the judge, “and, after having di- 
vided up the stolen property, and having arrived with 
Merchant Smyelkév at ‘Hotel Mauritania,’ of having 
offered Smyelkév poisoned wine to drink, from the effects 
of which he died. Do you plead guilty ?” 

“I am not guilty of anything,” she spoke rapidly, 
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“As I have said before, so I say now: I did not take it, 
I did not, I did not; and the ring he gave me himself.” 

“ You do not plead guilty to the charge of having taken 
the twenty-five hundred roubles?” said the presiding 
judge. 

“T say I took nothing but the forty roubles.” 

“ Do you plead guilty to having put some powders into 
the wine of Merchant Smyelkév ?” 

“Ido. Only I thought that they were sleeping-powders, 
and that nothing would happen to him from them. I 
had no intentions of doing wrong. I say before God, 
I did not wish his death,” she said. 

« And so you do not plead guilty to having taken the 
money and ring of Merchant Smyelkév,” said the presid- 
ing judge. “But you do plead guilty to the charge of 
having administered the powders ?” 

“I plead guilty to this, only I thought they were 
sleeping-powders, I gave them to him to put him to 
sleep; I had no other intention.” 

“Very well,” said the presiding judge, evidently satis- 
fied with the result. “Tell, then, how it all happened,” 
he said, leaning against the back of the chair, and placing 
both his hands on the table. “Tell everything as it hap- 
pened. You may be able to alleviate your condition by a 
frank confession.” 

Maslova continued to gaze at the presiding judge, and 
to keep silent. 

“ Tell how it all happened.” 

“How it happened?” Méslova suddenly began, in a 
hurried voice. “I arrived at the hotel; I was taken to 
his room, and he was already there, very drunk.” She 
pronounced the word “he” with a peculiar expression of 
terror, opening her eyes wide. “I wanted to drive home, 
but he would not let me.” 

She stopped, as though having suddenly lost the thread 
of what she was saying, or recalling something else. 
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« Well, and then ?” 

«And then? I stayed there, and then drove home.” 

At that time the associate prosecuting attorney half 
raised himself, leaning unnaturally on one elbow. 

“Do you wish to ask a question?” said the presiding 
judge, and, on the associate prosecuting attorney’s affirma- 
tive answer, he indicated by a gesture that he could put 
the question. 

“I should like to ask whether the defendant had been 
acquainted with Simédn Kartinkin before that,” said the 
associate prosecuting attorney, without looking at Més- 
lova. 
Having put the question, he compressed his lips and 
frowned. 

The judge repeated the question. Méaslova gazed 
frightened at the assistant prosecuting attorney. 

«With Simén? Yes,” she said. 

“T should like to know wherein the defendant’s ac- 
quaintance with Kartinkin consisted, and whether they 
had frequent communications.” 

“What this acquaintance consisted in? He used to 
invite me to his room, but there was no other acquaint- 
ance,” replied Méslova, restlessly turning her eyes from 
the associate prosecuting attorney to the presiding judge, 
and back again. 

“TI should like to know why Kartinkin used to invite 
Maslova exclusively, and no other girls?” said the asso- 
ciate prosecuting attorney, half-closing his eyes, and with 
a light Mephistophelian smile. 

“Ido not know. How can I know ?” replied Mdslova, 
casting a frightened look all around her, and for a moment 
resting her eyes on Nekhlytidov. “He invited whom he 
pleased.” 

“Has she recognized me?” Nekhlyvidov thought in 
terror, feeling all his blood rush to his face; but Mdslova 
did not separate him from the rest, and, turning imme- 
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diately away from him, riveted her eyes on the assistant 
prosecuting attorney, with an expression of terror in her 
face. 

“The defendant, then, denies having had any close rela- 
tions with Kartinkin? Very well. I have nothing else 
to as ” 

And the associate prosecuting attorney immediately re- 
moved his elbow from the desk, and began to write some- 
thing down. In reality he was not writing anything at 
all, but only running his pen over the letters of his brief, 
but he pretended to imitate the prosecuting attorneys and 
lawyers who, after a clever question, make a note in their 
speeches that are to crush their opponents. 

The presiding jadge did not at once turn to the defend- 
ant, because he was just then asking the member in the 
spectacles whether he agreed to his putting the previously 
prepared and noted down questions. 

“ What happened next ?” the presiding judge continued 
his inquiry. 

“T came back home,” continued Maslova, looking more 
boldly at the judge, “and gave the money to the land- 
lady, and went to bed. I had barely fallen asleep when 
one of our girls, Bérta, woke me up with ‘Go, your mer- 
chant has come again!’ I did not want to go out, but 
the madam told me to go. In the meantime, he,” she 
again uttered this word with manifest terror, “he had 
been all the time treating our girls; then he wanted to 
send for some more wine, but his money was all gone. 
The landlady did not trust him. So he sent me to his 
room; and he told me where his money was, and how 
much I should take. So I went.” 

The presiding judge was whispering something to the 
member on the left, and did not hear what Mdslova was 
saying, but to show that he was listening, he repeated her 
last. words. 

“You went. Well, and then?” he said. 
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“TI went there and did as he had ordered me todo. I 
went to his room. I did not go by myself, but called 
Simén Mikhéylovich, and her,’ she said, pointing to 
Béchkova. 

“She is lying; I did not put my foot in there—” 
began Evfimiya Béchkova, but she was stopped. 

“T took out four red bills in their presence,” Mdslova 
continued, frowning, and without glancing at Béchkova. 

“Well, did not the defendant notice how much money 
there was in it, while she was taking the forty roubles ?” 
again asked the prosecuting attorney. 

Maslova shuddered, the moment the prosecuting attor- 
ney addressed her. She did not know how to explain 
her feeling, but she was sure he meant her harm. “I did 
not count, but I saw there were some hundred-rouble 
bills there.” 

“The defendant saw hundred-rouble bills,—I have 
nothing else to ask.” 

“Well, so you brought the money?” the presiding 
judge went on to ask, looking at his watch. 

“T did.” 

“Well, and then?” asked the presiding judge. 

“Then he took me with him once more,” said Maslova. 

“And how did you give him the wine with the 
powder?” asked the. judge. 
se How? I poured it into the wine, and gave it to 

m.” 

“Why did you give it to him?” 

Without answering the question, she heaved a deep 
and heavy sigh. 

“ He would not let me go,” she said, after a moment’s 
silence. “I got tired of him, so I went into the corridor, 
and said to Simén Mikhfylovich, ‘If he’d only let me 
go,—I am so tired.’ And Simén Mikhéylovich said, 
‘We are tired of him, too. Let us give him some sleep- 
ing-powders ; that will put him to sleep, and then you 
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will get away.’ And I said,‘ Very well!’ I thought it 
was a harmless powder. He gave me a paper. I went 
in, and he was lying behind a screen, and asked me at 
once to let him have some cognac. I took from the 
table a bottle of fine-champagne, filled two glasses, — 
one for myself, and one for him,-—— and poured the powder 
into his glass. I should never have given it, if I had 
known what it was.” 

“Well, how did you get possession of the ring?” asked 
the presiding judge. 

“He himself had made me a present of it.” 

“When did he give it to you?” 

“When we came to his room, I wanted to leave, and 
he struck me upon the head, and broke my comb. I grew 
angry, and wanted to go away. He took the ring off his 
finger and gave it to me, asking me to stay,” she said. 

Just then the associate prosecuting attorney half-raised 
himself, and, with the same feignedly nalve look, asked 
the judge’s permission to put a few more questions. His 
request being granted, he bent his head over his em- 
broidered collar, and asked: 

“T should like to know how long the defendant re- 
mained in Merchant Smyelk6v’s room.” 

Again Maéslova was overcome by terror, and, her eyes 
restlessly flitting from the associate prosecuting attorney 
to the presiding judge, she muttered, hurriedly : 

“I do not remember how long.” 

“ Well, does the defendant remember whether she called 
elsewhere in the hotel upon coming out of Merchant 
Smyelkév’s room ?” 

Maslova thought awhile. 

“T went into the adjoining room, — it was unoccupied,” 
she said. 

“Why did you step in there?” said the associate 
prosecuting attorney, enthusiastically, and addressing her 
directly. 
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“TI went in to fix myself, and to wait for a cab.” 

« And was Kartinkin in the room with the defendant, 
or not ?” : 

“ He came in, too.” 

“What did he come in for?” 

“There was some of the merchant’s fine-champagne 
left, so we drank it together.” 

« Ah, you drank it in company. Very well.” 

“Did the defendant have any conversation with 
Simén ?” 

Méslova suddenly frowned, grew red in her face, and 
rapidly said: “What I said? Nothing. I have told 
everything that took place. I know nothing else. Do 
with me what you please. I am not guilty, and that’s 
all.” 

“T have nothing else,” the prosecuting attorney said to 
the presiding judge, and, unnaturally raising his shoulders, 
began swiftly to note down in the brief of his speech the 
confession of the defendant that she had been in an un- 
occupied room with Simén. 

There ensued a moment’s silence. 

“ Have you nothing else to say ?” 

“T have said everything,” she declared, with a sigh, and 
sat down again. 

Thereupon the presiding judge made a note of some- 
thing, and, upon having listened to a communication 
which the member on the left had made to him in a 
whisper, he announced a recess of ten minutes in the 
session, and hurriedly rose and left the room. The con- 
sultation between the presiding judge and the member on 
his left, the tall, bearded man, with the large, kindly eyes, 
consisted in the latter’s information that his stomach was 
slightly out of order, and that he wished to massage him- 
self a little and swallow some drops. It was this that he 
had told the presiding judge, and the judge acceded to 
his request and granted a ten minutes’ recess. 
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Right after the judges rose the jurors, the lawyers, and 
the witnesses, and, with the pleasurable sensation of 
having performed a part of an important duty, they 
moved to and fro. 

Nekhlytidov went into the consultation room, and 
there sat down at the window. 


XII. 


Yrs, this was Katytisha. 

Nekhlytidov’s relations with Katytisha had been like 
this: 

Nekhlyvidov saw Katyvisha for the first time when, as 
a third-year student at the university, he passed the 
summer with his aunts, working on his thesis about 
the ownership of land. His vacations he usually passed 
with his mother and sister on his mother’s suburban 
estate near Moscow ; but in that particular year his sister 
was married, and his mother went abroad to a watering- 
place. Nekhlytidov had to work on his essay, and so he 
decided to stay during the summer with his aunts. There, 
in the depth of the country, it was quiet, and there were 
no distractions ; and the aunts tenderly loved their nephew 
and heir, and he loved them and their old-fashioned ways 
and simplicity of life. 

During that summer Nekhlytidov experienced that rap- 
turous mood which comes over a youth when he for the 
first time discovers, not by the indications of others, but 
from within, all the beauty and significance of life and all 
the importance of the work which is to be performed in 
it by each man; when he sees the endless perfectibility 
of himself and of the whole universe; and when he de- 
votes himself to that perfectibility not only with the hope, 
but with the full conviction of being able to attain the 
perfection of which he has been dreaming. During that 
year, while attending his lectures, he had had a chance of 
reading Spencer's Social Statics, and Spencer's reflec- 
tions on the ownership of land had produced a strong 
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impression upon him, especially since he himself was the 
son of a large proprietress. His father had not been rich, 
but his mother had received about ten thousand desyatinas 
of land as a dowry. It was then the first time that he 
had perceived the cruelty and injustice of private owner- 
ship, and, being one of those men to whom a sacrifice in 
the name of moral demands affords the highest spiritual 
enjoyment, he had decided not to make use of his right 
of the ownership of land, and had given away to the peas- 
ants the land which he had inherited from his father. 
And it was on this subject that he was writing his essay. 

His life on the estate of his aunts, during that summer, 
ran like this: he rose very early, sometimes at three o'clock, 
and before sunrise, frequently before the morning mist had 
lifted, went to bathe in the river at the foot of a hill, and 
returned home while the dew was still on the grass 
and the flowers. ‘ At times, he seated himself, soon after 
drinking his coffee, to write on his essay, or to read up 
the sources for his essay; but very frequently, instead of 
reading or writing, he went away from the house and 
wandered over fields and through woods. Before dinner 
he fell asleep somewhere in the shade of the garden ; then, 
at table, he amused his aunts with his jollity; then he 
rode on horseback, or went out rowing, and in the evening 
he read again, or sat with his aunts, playing solitaire. 
Frequently he could not sleep during the night, especially 
when the moon was shining, because he was overflowing 
with a billowing joy of life, and so, instead of sleeping, he 
would stroll through the garden, dreaming and thinking. 

Thus he had quietly and happily passed the first month 
of his sojourn on the estate of his aunts, without paying 
the slightest attention to the half-chambermaid, half-edu- 
cated, black-eyed, swift-footed Katytisha, 

At that time, Nekhlyvidov, who had been brought up 
under his mother’s wing, though nineteen years of age, 
was an entirely innocent youth. He dreamed of woman 
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only as of a wife. But all the women who, according to his 
opinion, could not be his wife, were people and not women, 
so far as he was concerned. But on Ascension day of 
that summer a neighbour happened to call with her chil- 
dren, two young ladies and a gymnasiast, and a young artist, 
of peasant origin, who was staying at their house. 

After tea they began to play the “ burning ” catching- 
game on the lawn before the house, which had already 
been mowed down. Katytisha was of the company. After 
several changes of places Nekhlyvidov had to run with 
Katytsha. It was always a pleasure for Nekhlyudov to 
see Katyusha, but it had never occurred to him that there 
could be any special relations between them. 

“ Well, I sha’n’t be able to catch them,” said the “ burn- 
ing,” jolly artist, who was very swift on his short and 
crooked, but strong peasant legs. 

“ Maybe they will stumble!” 

“No, you will not catch us!” 

«“ One, two, three!” 

They clapped their hands three times. With difficulty 
restraining her laughter, Katyvisha rapidly exchanged 
places with Nekhlyudov, and, with her strong, rough, 
little hand pressing his large hand, she started running to 
the left, rustling her starched skirt. 

Nekhlyvidov was running fast, and, as he did not wish 
to be caught by the artist, he raced as fast as his legs 
would carry him. As he looked around he saw the artist 
close at her heels, and she, moving her lithe young legs, 
did not submit to him, but got away to his left. In front 
was a clump of lilac bushes, behind which no one was 
running, and Katyiisha, looking back at Nekhlyiidov, 
made a sign with her head to him to join her behind the 
bushes. He understood her, and ran back of the clump. 
But here, back of the lilac bushes, there was a small ditch 
overgrown with nettles, of which he did not know; he 
stumbled into it, and in his fall stung his hands with the 
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nettles, and wet them in the evening dew; but he imme- 
ey got up, laughing at himself, and ran out on a clear 


Katy dshe, gleaming with a smile and with her eyes as 
black as moist blackberries, was running toward him. 
They met and clasped each other’s hands. 

«The nettles have stung you, I think,” she said, adjust- 
ing her braid with her free hand; she breathed heavily 
and, smiling, looked straight at him with her upturned 
eyes. 

“T did not know there was a ditch there,” he said, him- 
self smiling, and not letting her hand out of his. 

She moved up to him, and he, himself not knowing 
how it all happened, moved his face up to hers; she did 
not turn away, and he pressed her hand more firmly, and 
kissed her on the lips. 

“T declare!” she muttered, and, with a swift motion 
freeing her hand, ran away from him. 

She ran up to the lilac bushes, picked off two bunches 
of withering white lilacs, and striking her heated face with 
them and looking around at him, waved her hands in a 
lively manner and went back to the players. 

From that time the relations between Nekhlytidov and 
Katyusha were changed for those other relations which 
are established between an innocent young man and an 
equally innocent young girl, who are attracted to each 
other. 

The moment Katyuisha entered the room, or if he saw 
her white apron from a distance, everything seemed to 
him as though illuminated by the sunlight, everything 
became more interesting, more cheerful, more significant, 
and life was more joyful. She experienced the same. It 
was not merely Katyvisha’s presence and nearness that 
produced that effect upon Nekhlyiidov; it was also pro- 
duced by the mere consciousness that there was a Ka- 
tytisha, just as she was affected by the consciousness of his 
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existence. If Nekhlyiidov received an unpleasant letter 
from his mother, or if his essay did not proceed satisfac- 
torily, or if he felt an inexplicable youthful sadness, — it 
was enough for him to think of Katyusha’s existence, and 
to see her, in order that all that should be dispersed. 

Katytisha had many household cares, but she generally 
had time to spare, and in such moments she read books; 
Nekhlyvidov gave her the works of Dostoévski and of 
Turgénev, which he himself had just finished reading. 
Nothing gave her so much pleasure as Turgénev’s “ The 
Calm.” They conversed with each other by fits, while 
meeting in the corridor, in the balcony, in the yard, and 
sometimes in the room of the aunts’ old chambermaid, 
Matréna Pévlovna, with whom Katyuisha was living, and 
to whose room Nekhlyudov used to go to drink unsweet- 
ened tea. The conversations which took place in the 
presence of Matréna Pdévlovna were the most enjoyable. 
It was much worse when they talked to each other with- 
out witnesses. Their eyes at once began to say something 
different, something much more important than what the 
lips were saying; the lips pursed, and they felt uneasy, 
and hastened to get away from each other. 

These relations existed between Nekhlytidov and Ka- 
tyvisha during the whole time of his first visit at his aunts’. 
They noticed these relations, were frightened, and even 
wrote about them to Princess Eléna Ivd4novna, Nekhlyi- 
dov’s mother. Aunt Mariya Ivdnovna was afraid lest 
Dmitri should have a liaison with Katyiisha. But her 
fears were groundless: Nekhlytidov, without knowing it, 
loved Katyvisha, as only innocent people love, and his 
love was his main shield against his fall, and against hers. 
He not only had no desire of a physical possession of 
her, but was even terrified at the thought of such a possi- 
bility. There was much more reason for the fears of 
poetical Séfya Ivdénovna, lest Dmitri, with his uncom- 
promising and determined character, being in love with 
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the girl, should make her his wife, without paying any 
attention to her origin and position. If Nekhlyvidov had 
then clearly been conscious of his love for Katytisha, and 
especially if they had tried to convince him that he could 
not and should not by any means unite his fate with that 
of the girl, it might have easily happened that he, with 
his customary directness in everything, would have de- 
cided that there were no urgent reasons against marrying 
a girl, whoever she might be, if he loved her. But his 
aunts did not tell him their fears, and so he departed 
without confessing his love to Katytisha. 

He was convinced that his feeling for Katyvisha was 
only one of the manifestations of those feelings of the joy 
of living, which at that time filled all his being, and 
which was also shared by that dear, merry girl. As he 
was leaving, and Katysha, standing on the porch with 
his aunts, saw him off with her black, slightly cross eyes, 
full of tears, he was conscious of leaving behind him 
something beautiful and dear, which would never be 
repeated. And he felt very sad. 

“ Good-bye, Katyvisha, I thank you for everything,” he 
said, across Sdfya Ivdnovna’s cap, seating himself in the 
vehicle. 

“ Good-bye, Dmftri Ivdénovich,” she said, in her pleasant, 
soothing voice, and, restraining her tears, which filled her 
eyes, ran into the vestibule, where she could weep at her 
Case, 


XII. 


Arter that Nekhlytidov did not see Katyvisha for three 
years. And he saw her only when, having been promoted 
to the rank of a commissioned officer, he, on his way to join 
the army, came to see his aunts; he was then a different 
man from what he had been three years before. 

At that time he had been an honest, self-sacrificing 
youth, ready to devote himself to any good cause; but 
now he was a dissolute, refined egotist, who loved only 
his own enjoyment. Then, God’s world had presented 
itself to him as a mystery, which he had joyfully and 
rapturously tried to solve; but now, in his new life, 
everything was simple and clear, and was defined by 
those conditions of life in which he happened to be. 
Then, he had regarded as necessary and important a com- 
munion with Nature and with men who had lived, 
thought, and felt before him (philosophy, poetry); now 
human institutions and communion with comrades were 
the necessary and important things. Then, woman had 
presented herself to him as a mysterious and enchanting 
creature, — enchanting by dint of her very mysterious- 
ness ; now, the significance of woman, of every woman, 
except such as were of his family, or the wives of his 
friends, was quite definite; woman was one of the best 
instruments of tasted enjoyment. Then, money had not 
been needed, and one-third of the money offered him by 
his mother had sufficed, and it had been possible to re- 
nounce the land left him by his father in favour of his 
peasants ; now, the fifteen hundred roubles granted him 
every month by his mother wee not enough, and he had 
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had some unpleasant encounters with her on account of 
money. Then, he had regarded his spiritual being as his 
real ego; now, he regarded his healthy, virile, animal ego 
as his actual personality. 

All this terrible change had taken place in him only 
because he had quit believing himself, and had begun to 
believe others. The reason he had quit believing himself 
and had begun believing others was because he had found 
it hard to live by believing himself: while believing him- 
self, every question had to be solved not in favour of his 
own animal] ego, in search of frivolous enjoyments, but 
nearly always against himself; whereas believing others, 
there was nothing to solve, — everything had been solved 
before, and not in favour of the spiritual, but of the 
animal ego. More than that: while he believed himself, 
he was constantly subjected to the judgment of others; 
while believing others, he met the approval of those who 
surrounded him. 

Formerly, when Nekhlytidov had been thinking, read- 
ing, and speaking about God, about truth, about wealth, 
about poverty, —all his neighbours had considered this 
out of place and even ridiculous, and his mother and his 
aunt had called him “notre cher philosophe” with good- 
natured irony; but when he read novels, told nasty 
anecdotes, drove to the French theatre to witness ridicu- 
lous vaudevilles, and mirthfully narrated them, he was 
praised and applauded by everybody. When he had 
regarded it as necessary to limit his needs, and had worn 
an old overcoat, everybody had considered this an odd 
and boastful originality ; but when he spent large sums 
on the chase, or on the appointments of his extremely 
luxurious cabinet, everybody praised his good taste and 
presented costly things to him. When he had been 
chaste and had intended to remain so until his marriage, 
his relatives had been afraid for his health, and even his 
mother was not grieved, but, on the contrary, rejoiced, 
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when she heard that he was a real man and had won a 
certain French woman away from his comrade. But the 
princess could not think without horror of the incident 
with Katyuisha, — namely, that it might have occurred to 
him to marry her. 

Similarly, when Nekhlytidov, upon having reached his 
majority, had given away to the peasants the small estate 
inherited from his father, because he had considered the 
ownership of land to be an injustice, this deed of his 
had horrified his mother and his relatives and formed a 
constant subject of reproach and ridicule for all his kin. 
They never stopped telling him that the peasants who 
had received the land had not only not become any 
richer, but that, on the contrary, they had been impover- 
ished, through the establishment of three dram-shops and 
from their cessation from work. But when Nekhlytidov, 
upon entering the Guards, had gambled away so much 
money in the company of distinguished comrades that 
Eléna Ivdénovna was compelled to draw money away 
from the capital, she was hardly grieved, for she con- 
sidered it to be natural and even good to have this virus 
inoculated early in youth and in good society. 

At first Nekhlyvidov had struggled, but it was a hard 
struggle, because everything which he had considered 
good, while believing himself, was regarded as bad by 
others, and, vice versa, everything which he, believing 
himself, had regarded as bad, was considered good by all 
the people who surrounded him. The end of it was that 
Nekhlytidov succumbed, ceased believing himself, and be- 
gan to believe others. At first this renunciation of self 
had been unpleasant, but this disagreeable sensation lasted 
a very short time, and soon Nekhlytidov, who in the 
meantime had begun to smoke and drink wine, no longer 
experienced this heavy sensation, but rather a great 
relief. 

Nekhlytidov surrendered himself, with all the passion 
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of his nature, to this new life, which was approved by all 
his neighbours, and drowned that voice in himself that 
demanded something quite different. This had begun 
after his arrival in St. Petersburg and was an accom- 
plished fact after he had entered upon his military service. 

Military service in general corrupts people by putting 
the military men into a condition of complete indolence, 
that is, by giving them no intelligent and useful work to 
do, and by liberating them from common human obliga- 
tions, in place of which it substitutes the conventional 
honour of army, uniform, and flag, and by investing them, 
on the one hand, with an unlimited power over other 
people, and, on the other, by subjecting them to servile 
humility before their superiors. 

But when to this corruption of the military service in 
general, with its honour of the army and flag, and its 
legalization of violence and murder, is added the seduc- 
tion of wealth and the communion with the imperial 
family, as is the case in the select regiments of the Guards, 
in which only rich and aristocratic officers serve, this cor- 
ruption reaches in people who are under its influence a 
condition of absolute insanity of egotism. It was in such 
an insanity of egotism that Nekhlytidov was from the 
time when he entered the military service and began to 
live in the manner of his comrades. 

There was no other work to do but to put on a uniform 
which had been beautifully made and brushed, not by 
himself, but by others, and a helmet and weapons, which 
had also been made and burnished and handed to him by 
others; to ride on a beautiful charger, which somebody 
else had brought up, exercised, and groomed; to go thus 
to instruction or to parade, with people similarly ac- 
coutred, and to gallop, and sway his sword, to shoot, and 
teach others to shoot. There was no other occupation, 
and distinguished dignitaries, young and old men, and 
the Tsar and his suite, not only approved of this occupa- 
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tion, but even praised and rewarded it. In addition to 
this, it was regarded good and proper to squander the 
money, which came from one knew not where, to come 
together in the clubs of the officers or in the most expen- 
sive restaurants to eat, or, more particularly, to drink; 
then to the theatre, to balls, and to women, and then 
again riding, swaying of sabres, galloping, and squander- 
ing of money, and wine, cards, and women. 

Such a life has a peculiarly corrupting influence upon 
the military, because if any man, not belonging to the 
army, should lead such an existence, he could not help 
feeling ashamed of it to the bottom of his heart. But 
military people think that it cannot be otherwise, and 
brag and are proud of such a life, particularly during war 
time, just as had been the case with Nekhlytidov, who 
had entered the army immediately after the declaration 
of the war with Turkey. “We are ready to sacrifice our 
lives in war, and therefore such a careless, gay life is not 
only permissible, but even necessary for us. And we do 
live such a life.” 

Such were the thoughts which Nekhlytidov dimly 
thought during that period of his life; he experienced 
during that time the rapture of liberation from moral 
barriers, which he had erected for himself before, and he 
continuously remained in a chronic state of egotistical 
insanity. 

He was in that condition when, three years later, he 
visited his aunts. 


XIV. 


NEKHLYGDOV made a call upon his aunts because their 
estate was on the way to the regiment, which was in 
advance of him, and because they had earnestly requested 
it, and, chiefly, in order to see Katyvisha. It may be 
that in the bottom of his heart there was already an evil 
intention in regard to Katyusha, which his unfettered 
animal man kept whispering to him, but he was not con- 
scious of this intention, and simply wanted to visit the 
places where he had been so happy before, and to xee 
the somewhat funny, but dear and good-hearted aunts, 
who always surrounded him with an invisible atmosphere 
of love and transport, and to look at dear Katyiisha, of 
whom he had such an agreeable recollection. 

He arrived at the end of March, on Good Friday, 
while the roads were exceedingly bad and the rain came 
down in sheets, so that he was wet to his skin and 
chilled, but brisk and wide awake, as he always was 
during that time. “J wonder whether she is still here!” 
he thought, as he drove into the snow-covered old coun- 
try courtyard with its brick wall. He had expected her 
to come running out on the porch upon hearing the tin- 
kling of his bell, but on the servants’ porch there came 
out only two barefooted old women with their dresses 
tucked up and buckets in their hands. They were evi- 
dently busy washing floors. Nor was she at the main 
entrance; none came out but lackey Tikhon, in an apron, 
who, no doubt, was also busy cleaning up. In the ante- 
chamber he met Séfya Ivénovna, in a silk dress and a 
cap, who had come out to meet him. 
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“Now, it is nice that you have come!” said Sdéfya 
Ivénovna, kissing him. “Mariya is a little ill; she was 
tired out in church. We have been to communion.” 

“I congratulate you, Aunt Sdéfya,” said Nekhlytdov, 
kissing Séfya Ivénovna’s hands. “ Forgive me for having 
wet you.” 

“Go to your room. You are dreadfully wet. I see 
you now have a moustache—— Katyusha! Katyvsha! 
Quick, get him some coffee.” 

“ Right away!” was heard the familiar, pleasant voice 
from the corridor. Nekhlytidov’s heart gave a joyful 
leap. 

“She is here!” And he felt as though the sun had 
come out from behind the clouds. Nekhlyvidov merrily 
followed Tikhon to his old room to change his clothes. 

Nekhlytidov wanted to ask Tikhon about Katyvisha — 
how she was, and whether she was going to marry soon. 
But Tikhon was so respectful and, at the same time, so 
stern, and so firmly insisted upon pouring water from the 
pitcher upon Nekhlytidov’s hands, that he did not have 
the courage to ask him about Katytisha, and inquired 
only about his grandchildren, about the old stallion, and 
about the watch-dog, Polkdn. All were well and hale, 
except Polkdn, who had gotten the hydrophobia the year 
before. 

He had barely thrown off his damp clothes, and was 
dressing himself, when he heard hurried steps, and some- 
body knocked at the door. Nekhlytidov recognized the 
steps and the knock at the door. Nobody walked or 
knocked that way but she. 

He threw over him his damp overcoat, and went up to 
the door. 

“Come in 

It was she, Katytisha. The same Katytisha, only more 
charming than before. Her smiling, nafve, slightly squint- 
ing, black eyes were as upturned as before. She wore, as 
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formerly, a clean white apron. She brought from his 
aunts a cake of scented soap, fresh from the wrapper, and 
two towels, one a large Russian towel, and the other a 
towel of a rough texture. The untouched soap, with the 
letters distinctly marked upon it, and the towels, and she 
herself, — everything was equally clean, fresh, untouched, 
agreeable. Her sweet, firm, red lips pursed as before from 
uncontrollable joy, when she beheld him. 

“TI greet you upon your arrival, Dmitri Ivanovich!” 
she uttered with difficulty, and her face was all covered 
with a blush. 

“T greet thee — you,” he did not know whether to say 
“thou” or “you” to her, and he blushed, just like her. 
“ Are you alive and well?” 

“Thank God. Your aunt has sent you your favour- 
ite rose-scented soap,” placing the soap on the table, ind 
the towels over the back of an armchair. 

“He has his own,” said Tikhon, defending his guest’s 
independence, and pointing proudly at Nekhlytidov’s large 
open toilet bag, with its silver lids and an immense mass 
of bottles, brushes, pomatums, perfumes, and all kinds of 
toilet articles. 

“Thank aunty for me. I am so glad I have come,” 
said Nekhlyudov, féeling that there was the same light 
and gentleness in his heart that used to be there in former 
days. 

She only smiled in return to these words, and went 

out. 
' His aunts, who had always loved Nekhlyvidov, this 
time met him with even greater expressions of joy than 
usual Dmiftri was going to the war, where he might be 
wounded, or killed. This touched his aunts. 

Nekhlytidov had so arranged his journey as to be able 
to pass but one day with his aunts; but, upon seeing 
Katyvisha, he consented to stay until past Easter which 
was to be in two days, and so he telegraphed to his 
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friend and comrade Shénbok, whom he was to have met 
at Odessa, to have him also stop at his aunts’. Nekhlytidov 
felt the old feeling toward Katytsha, from the first day 
he saw her. Just as formerly, he was not able even 
now to see with equanimity Katyvisha’s white apron, nor 
to restrain a pang of joy when he heard her steps, her 
voice, her laugh, nor without a soothing sensation to 
look into her eyes, which were as black as moist black- 
berries, especially when she smiled, nor, above all, could 
he help seeing with embarrassment that she blushed every 
time she met him. He felt-that he was in love, but not 
as formerly, when this love had been a mystery to him 
and he did not dare acknowledge that he was in love, and 
when he had been convinced that it was not possible to 
love more than once ; now he was consciously in love, and 
he was glad of it; he had a dim idea what this love was, 
though he concealed it from himself, and what might 
come of it. 

In Nekhlytidov, as in all people, there were two men ; 
one the spiritual man, who sought his well-being in such 
matters only as could at the same time do other people 
some good, and the other the animal man, who was look- 
ing out only for his own well-being, ready for it to sacri- 
fice the well-being of the whole world. During that 
period of his insanity of egotism, induced by his Peters- 
burgian and military life, the animal man was ruling 
within him, and had completely suppressed the spiritual 
man. But, upon seeing Katyusha and becoming actuated 
by the same feeling which he had had for her before, the 
spiritual man raised his head, and began to assert his 
rights. During the two days preceding Easter an internal 
struggle, though unconscious on his part, agitated him 
incessantly. 

In the depth of his soul he knew that he ought to 
depart, that there was no reason why he should stay 
at his aunts’ any longer, and that nothing good would 
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come of it; but he experienced such an agreeable and 
joyful sensation that he did not speak of it to himself, 
and remained. 

On the Saturday evening preceding Easter Sunday, the 
priest, with the deacon and the sexton, having with diffi- 
culty journeyed in a sleigh over puddles and dirt in order 
to make the three versts which separated the church from 
the house of his aunts, arrived to serve the matins. 

During the matins, which were attended by Nekhlyiidov, 
his aunts, and the servants, he did not take his eyes 
from Katytisha, who was standing at the door and bring- 
ing the censers ; then he gave the Easter kiss to the priest 
and his aunts, and was on the point of retiring, when he 
saw in the corridor Matréna Pévlovna, Mériya Ivdnovna’s 
old chambermaid, and Katyusha getting ready to drive to 
church, in order to get the bread and Easter cakes blesred. 
“I will go with them,” he thought. 

The road to the church was passable neither for wheel 
carriages, nor for sleighs, and so Nekhlytidov, who ordered 
things at his aunts’ as though he were at home, told them 
to saddle the riding stallion for him, and, instead of going 
to bed, dressed himself in his gorgeous uniform with the 
tightly fitting riding pantaloons, threw his overcoat over his 
shoulders, and rode on the overfed, stout old stallion, that 
did not stop neighing, in the darkness, through puddles 
and snow, to church, 


XV. 


THIs matin then remained during Nekhlytidov’s whole 
life as one of his brightest and strongest memories. 

The service had already begun, when, having groped 
through the dense darkness, lighted up occasionally by 
patches of snow, and having splashed through the water, 
he rode into the yard of the church on the stallion, that 
kept pricking his ears at the sight of the little street- 
lamps that were burning all around the church. 

Having recognized Mériya Ivdnovna’s nephew, the 
peasants took him to a dry place, where he could dis- 
mount, tied his horse, and led him into the church. The 
church was full of people celebrating the holiday. 

On the right were the old men, in home-made caftans 
and bast shoes and clean white leg-rags, and the young 
men, in new cloth caftans, girded with brightly coloured 
belts, and in boots. On the left were the women, in 
bright silk kerchiefs, plush vests, with brilliant red 
sleeves and blue, green, red, and variegated skirts, and 
small boots with steel heel-plates. The modest old women, 
in white kerchiefs, gray caftans, old skirts, and leather or 
new bast shoes, were standing back of them. Here and 
there, on both sides, stood the dressed-up children, with 
oily heads. The peasants were crossing themselves and 
bowing, tossing their heads; the women, especially the 
old women, riveting their faded eyes upon one image 
with its tapers, firmly pressed their joined fingers against 
the kerchief, the shoulders, and the abdomen, and, saying 
something under their breath, were standing and making 
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low obeisances, or were kneeling. The children imitated 
their elders, and prayed attentively, as long as they were 
watched. The golden iconostasis was resplendent from the 
tapers that on all sides surrounded the large gilt candles. 
The candelabrum was aglow with its candles; from the 
choir were heard the joyous voices of the amateur 
choristers, with the roaring basses, and the descants of 
the boys. 

Nekhlytidov went to the front. In the middle stood 
the aristocracy: a landed proprietor, with his wife and 
his son in a sailor blouse, the country judge, the tele- 
graphist, a merchant in boots with smooth boot-legs, 
the village elder with a decoration, and to the right of the 
ambo, back of the proprietress, Matréna Pdévlovna, in a 
short lilac dress and white fringed shawl, and Katytsha, 
in a white dress with tucks, blue belt, and red ribbon on 
her black hair. 

Everything was holiday-like, solemn, cheerful, and 
beautiful: the priests in their bright silver vestments, 
with their golden crosses, and the deacon and sextons in 
their gala silver and gold copes, and the dressed-up ama- 
teur choristers, with their oily hair, and the gay dancing 
tunes of the holiday songs, and the continuous bless- 
ing of the people by the clergy with their triple, flower- 
bedecked candles, with the ever repeated exclamations, 
“Christ is arisen! Christ is arisen!” — everything was 
beautiful, but better than all was Katytisha, in her white 
dress and blue belt, with the red ribbon on her head, and 
with her sparkling, rapturous eyes. 

Nekhlyvidov was conscious of her seeing him, though 
she did not turn around. He noticed that as he passed 
by her, up to the altar. He had nothing to say to her, 
but he made up something and said, when abreast of her: 

“ Aunty said that she would break her fast after the 
late mass.” ‘ 

Her young blood, as always at the sight of him, flushed 
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her sweet face, and her black eyes, smiling and rejoicing, 
looked naively upwards and rested on Nekhlytidov. 

“T know,” she said, smiling. 

Just then a sexton, with a brass coffee-pot, making his 
way through the crowd, came past Katytisha, and without 
looking at her, caught the skirt of his cope in her dress. 
The sexton had done so evidently in his attempt to 
express his respect for Nekhlyuidov by making a circle 
around him. Nekhlytidov could not understand how it 
was this sexton did not comprehend that everything that 
was there, or anywhere else in the world, existed only for 
Katytisha, and that one could disregard anything else in 
the world but her, because she was the centre of every- 
thing. For her gleamed the gold of the iconostasis, and 
burnt all these candles in the candelabrum and in the 
candlesticks ; for her were the joyous refrains, “ The Easter 
of the Lord, rejoice, O people!” Everything good that 
was in the world was only for her. And Katyusha under- 
stood, so he thought, that it was all for her. So it seemed 
to Nekhlytidov, as he looked at her stately form in the 
white dress with its tucks, and upon her concentrated, 
joyful countenance, by the expression of which he could 
see that the same that was singing in his heart was sing- 
ing also in hers. 

In the interval between the early and late mass, Nekh- 
lyidov went out of the church. The people stepped 
aside before him and bowed. Some recognized him, and 
some asked, “Who is he?” He stopped at the door. 
Mendicants surrounded him: he distributed the small 
change which he had in his purse, and walked down the 
steps of the entrance. 

It was now sufficiently light to distinguish objects, but 
the sun was not yet up. The people were seated on the 
churchyard mounds. Katyuisha had remained in the 
church, and Nekhlyudov stopped, waiting for her to come 
out. 
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The people still kept coming out, and, clattering with 
their hobnails on the flagstones, walked down the steps 
and scattered in the yard and cemetery. 

A decrepit old man, Marya Ivdnovna’s pastry-baker, 
with trembling head, stopped Nekhlyudov, to give him 
the Easter greeting, and his old wife, with wrinkled neck 
beneath her silk kerchief, took out of a handkerchief a 
saffron-yellow egg, and gave it to him. Then also came 
up a young, muscular peasant, in a new sleeveless coat 
and green belt. 

“Christ is arisen!” he said, with laughing eyes, and, 
moving up toward Nekhlyuidov, wafted an agreeable 
peasant odour upon him and, tickling him with his curly 
beard, three times kissed him in the middle of his mouth 
with his own strong, fresh lips. 

While Nekhlytidov was kissing the peasant and receiv- 
ing from him a dark brown egg, there appeared the shot 
dress of Matréna Pdévlovna, and the sweet black head 
with the red ribbon. 

She espied him above the heads of those who were 
walking in front of her, and he saw her countenance 
gleaming with joy. 

Matréna Pdévlovna and Katyisha stopped before the 
door, to give alms to the mendicants. A beggar, with a 
healed-over scar in place of a nose, went up to Katytisha. 
She took something out of her handkerchief, gave it to 
him, and, without expressing the least disgust, on the 
contrary, with the same joyful sparkle in her eyes, — 
kissed him three times. While she was giving the beggar 
the Easter kiss, her eyes met Nekhlytidov’s glance. Her 
eyes seemed to ask: “Am I doing right?” 

“ Yes, yes, my dear, everything is good, everything is 
beautiful, I love it.” 

They walked down the steps, and he walked over to 
her. He did not mean to exchange the Easter kiss with 
her, but only to be in her neighbourhood. 
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“Christ is arisen!” said Matréna Pavlovna, bending 
her head and smiling, with an intonation which said that 
on that day all were equal, and, wiping her mouth with 
her rolled up handkerchief, offered him her lips. 

“Verily,” replied Nekhlyvidov, kissing her. 

He looked around for Katytisha. She burst into a 
blush, and immediately went up to him. 

“ Christ is arisen, Dmitri Ivénovich !” 

“Verily He arose,” he said. They kissed twice and 
stopped, as though considering whether it was necessary 
to proceed, and having decided in the affirmative, kissed 
for the third time, and both smiled. 

“You will not go to the priest?” asked Nekhlyiidov. 

“No, Dmitri Ivdnovich, we shall stay here,” said 
Katyusha, breathing with her full breast, as though after 
a labour of joy, and looking straight at him with her 
submissive, chaste, loving, slightly squinting eyes. 

In the love between a man and a woman there is 
always a minute when that love reaches its zenith, when 
consciousness, reason, and feeling are dormant. Such a 
moment was for Nekhlytidov the night preceding Easter 
Sunday. As he now recalled Katytsha, this moment 
alone, of all the situations in which he had seen her, 
loomed up and effaced all the others: her black, smooth, 
shining little head, her white dress with the tucks, chastely 
embracing her stately figure and small bosom, and that 
blush, and those tender, sparkling eyes, and in her whole 
being two main characteristics, — the purity of the chastity 
of love, not only toward him, he knew that, but of her 
love for all and everything, not only for the good that 
there was in the world, but even for the beggar, whom 
she had kissed. 

He knew that she had that love, because he was 
conscious of it on that night and on that morning, as 
he was conscious that in that love he became one with 
her. 
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Ah, if all that had stopped at the feeling which he had 
experienced that night! “Yes, all that terrible work was 
done after that night of Easter Sunday!” he now thought, 
sitting at the window in the jury-room. 


XVI. 


AFTER returning from church, Nekhlytidov broke his 
fast with his aunts, and, to brace himself, followed the 
habit which he had acquired in the army, and drank 
some brandy and wine, and went to his room, where he 
fell asleep in his clothes. He was awakened by a knock 
at the door. He knew by the knock that it was she. He 
arose, rubbing his eyes and stretching himself. 

“ Katyusha, is it you? Come in,” he said, rising. 

She half-opened the door. 

« Dinner is served,” she said. 

She was in the same white dress, but without the 
ribbon in her hair. As she glanced into his eyes, she 
beamed, as though she had announced something very 
joyful to him. 

“T shall be there at once,” he said, taking up the comb 
to smooth his hair. 

She lagged behind for a minute. He noticed it and, 
throwing away the comb, moved toward her. But she 
immediately turned around and walked with her custom- 
ary light, rapid gait over the corridor carpet-strip. 

“What a fool I am!” Nekhlyvidov said to himself, 
“Why did I not keep her?” 

And he ran at full speed after her through the corridor. 

He did not know himself what it was he wanted of her ; 
but it seemed to him that when she had entered his room, 
he ought to have done what everybody does under such 
circumstances, and he had failed to do. 

“ Katytisha, wait,” he said. 
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She looked back. 

“ What do you wish?” she said, stopping. 

“ Nothing, only — ” 

And making an effort over himself, and recalling how 
other men would do in his situation, he put his arm 
around Katytisha’s waist. 

She stopped and looked him in the eyes. 

“Don’t do that, Dmftri Ivd4novich,— don’t do that,” 
she muttered, blushing and with tears, and with her 
rough, strong hand pushed away the embracing arm. 

Nekhlytidov let her go, and for a moment felt not only 
uneasy and ashamed, but disgusted with himself. He 
ought to have believed himself, but he did not understand 
that this uneasiness and shame were the best qualities of 
his soul begging to be freed, whereas he, on the contrary, 
thought that it was his stupidity that was speaking within 
him, and that it was necessary to do as everybody else 
did. 


He caught up with her a second time, again embraced 
her, and kissed her on the neck. This kiss was not at all 
like those first two kisses: the first, the unconscious kiss 
behind the lilac bush, and the other, in the morning, at 
church. This kiss was terrible, and she felt it. 

“What are you doing?” she cried, in such a voice as 
though he had irretrievably broken something endlessly 
valuable, and ran away from him at full speed. 

He arrived in the dining-room. The dressed-up aunts, 
the doctor, and a lady from the neighbourhood were stand- 
ing near the appetizer. Everything was as usual, but in 
Nekhlytidov’s soul there was a storm. He did not under- 
stand a word of what was said to him, answered to ques- 
tions at haphazard, and only thought of Katyvisha, recalling 
the sensation of that last kiss, when he had caught up 
with her in the corridor. He was not able to think of 
anything else. Whenever she entered the room, he, 
without looking at her, was with all his being conscious 
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of her presence, and had to make an effort over himself 
in order not to gaze at her. 

After dinner he at once went back to his room, and 
long paced up and down in the greatest agitation, listen- 
ing to all the sounds in the house, and waiting to hear 
her steps. The animal man which was dwelling within 
him not only raised his head, but had trampled underfoot 
the spiritual man which he had been during his first visit, 
and even on that morning while at church; and now that 
terrible animal man ruled all alone in his soul. Though 
Nekhlytidov lay all the time in watch for Katytisha, he 
did not succeed once during that day in seeing her alone. 
She obviously avoided him. But in the evening it so 
happened that she had to go into the room adjoining the 
one which he occupied. The doctor was to remain over- 
night, and Katytisha had to make the bed for him. Hear- 
ing her steps, Nekhlytidov, stepping lightly and holding 
his breath, as though getting ready to commit a crime, 
walked up behind her. 

Having put both her hands into a pillow-slip and hold- 
ing the corners of a pillow, she looked back at him and 
smiled, not a gay and joyful smile, but one expressive of 
fear and pity. This smile seemed to tell him that that 
which he was doing was bad. He stopped for a moment. 
A struggle was still possible. Though feebly, the voice 
of genuine love was still audible in him, which told him of 
her, of her feelings, of her life, but another voice kept say- 
ing to him, “ Look out, or you will lose your enjoyment, 
your happiness.” And this second voice drowned the 
first. He went up to her with firmness. And a terrible, 
uncontrollable, animal feeling took possession of him. 

Without letting her out of his embrace, Nekhlytidov 
seated her on the bed, and, feeling that something else 
had to be done, sat down near her. 

“ Dmitri Ivénovich, my dear, please let me go,” she said, 
in a pitiful voice. “Matréna Pdévlovna is coming!” she 
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cried, tearing herself away; there was, really, some one 
coming toward the door. 

«Then I will come to you in the night,” he muttered. 
“ You are alone ?” 

“What are you saying? Never! You must not,” she 
spoke with her lips only, but her whole agitated being 
spoke something quite different. 

The person who came to the door was Matréna Pév- 
lovna. She entered the door with a sheet over her arm, 
and, looking reproachfully at Nekhlytdov, angrily up- 
braided Katytisha for having taken the wrong sheet. 

Nekhlytidov went away in silence. He did not even 
feel ashamed. He saw, by Matréna Pdvlovna’s expres- 
sion, that she condemned him, and knew that she was 
right in condemning him, just as he knew that that which 
he was doing was bad; but the animal feeling, which 
straightened itself out from behind the former feeling of 
genuine love for her, took possession of him and reigned all 
alone, to the exclusion of everything else. He now knew 
what it was necessary to do in order to satisfy his sen- 
sation, and he was looking for means to attain his end. 

During the whole evening he was beside himself: he 
now went in to see his aunts, now went away from them 
to his room or upon the porch, and was thinking of noth- 
ing else but how he might see her alone; but she avoided 
him, and Matréna Pdvlovna did not let her out of her 


sight. 


XVIL 


Tuus passed the whole evening, and night approached. 
The doctor had retired. The aunts were going to bed. 
Nekhlyvidov knew that Matréna Pdévlovna was now in 
the aunts’ sleeping-room, and that Katyvisha was alone 
in the maids’ chamber. He again went out on the porch. 
The air was dark, damp, and warm, and filled with that 
white mist which in spring dispels the last snow, or itself 
rises from the melting snow. From the river, which was 
within one hundred feet of the house, down a hill, were 
borne strange sounds: the ice was breaking. 

Nekhlytidov descended from the porch, and, walking 
through the puddles over the crusted snow, went up to 
the window of the maids’ room. His heart beat so 
strongly in his breast that he could hear it; his breath 
now stopped, now burst forth in a deep sigh. In the 
maids’ chamber a small lamp was burning; Katyiisha 
was sitting at the table and looking in front of her. 
Nekhlyvidov did not stir, looking long at her, and wonder- 
ing what she would do, when unconscious of anybody’s 
presence. For a couple of minutes she sat motionless, 
then raised her eyes, smiled, shook her head as though 
reproachfully at herself, and, changing her position, 
abruptly placed both her hands in front of her on the 
table, and gazed ahead of her. 

He stood and looked at her, and at the same time 
heard the beating of his own heart and the strange 
sounds that were borne from the river. There, on the 
river, a continuous slow work was going on, and now 
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something crashed, or cracked, or rushed down; and now 
the ice-floes tinkled like glass. 

He stood and looked at the pensive face of Katytisha, 
which was tormented by an inward struggle, and he was 
sorry for her, but, strange to say, that pity only intensi- 
fied his passion for her. 

The passion took complete possession of him. 

He tapped at the window.. She quivered with her 
whole body, as though from an electric shock, and terror 
was expressed in her face. Then she sprang up, went 
up to the window, and pressed her face to the window- 
pane. Nor did the expression of terror leave her face 
when, upon screening it with the palms of her hands, she 
recognized him. Her countenance was serious, such as 
he had never observed it before. She smiled, when he 
smiled, as though submitting to him, but in her soul 
there was no smile, but terror. 

He motioned to her with his hand, calling her out into 
the yard to him; but she shook her head, to deny his 
request, and remained standing at the window. He put 
his face once more to the window, intending to cry to her 
to come out, but just then she turned to the door, — 
evidently somebody had called her. Nekhlytidov went 
away from the window. The fog was so heavy that upon 
walking back five steps it was not possible to see the 
windows of the house, but only a black mass, from which 
stood out the gleaming light of the lamp, which seemed 
to be of enormous size. On the river was going on the 
same strange crashing, rustling, crackling, and tinkling of 
the ice. Near by, through the fog, crowed a cock, and 
others near him answered, and then from the village were 
borne the intermingling cockcrows, finally joining into 
one. But everything else around, except the river, was 
absolutely quiet. This was at second cockcrow. 

After having walked a couple of times around the cor- 
ner of the house, and having stepped several times into 
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a puddle, Nekhlyvidov once more went up to the window 
of the maids’ room. The lamp was still burning, and 
Katyvisha was again sitting at the table, as though in 
indecision. The moment he came up to the window, she 
looked at him. He knocked. And, without watching to 
see who it was that had knocked, she ran out of the maids’ 
room, and he heard the back door smack and creak. He 
was waiting for her near the vestibule, and immediately 
embraced her, in silence. She pressed close to him, 
raised her head, and with her lips met his kiss. They 
were standing around the corner of the vestibule on a 
spot from which the ice had melted, and he was full of 
a tormenting, unsatisfied desire. Suddenly the back door 
smacked and creaked in the same manner, and Matréna 
Pévlovna’s angry voice was heard: 

“ Katyusha !” 

She tore herself away from him and returned to the 
maids’ room. He heard the latch being fastened. Soon 
after all grew silent; the red eye of the window disap- 
peared, and nothing was left but the fog and the noise on 
the river. 

Nekhlytidov went up to the window, but no one was 
to be seen. He knocked, and nobody answered him. 
Nekhlytidov returned to the house by the main entrance, 
but did not go to sleep. He took off his boots, and went 
barefooted along the corridor to her door, which was the 
one adjoining Matréna P&vlovna’s room. At first he 
heard Matréna Pdévlovna’s quiet snoring, and was on 
the point of entering, when suddenly she began to cough, 
and turned around on her creaking bed. He stood as 
though petrified for five minutes in one spot. When 
everything again grew silent, and the quiet snoring was 
heard again, he tried to walk on the deals that did not 
creak, and thus approached the door. Everything was 
quiet. Evidently she was not asleep, for he could not 
hear her breathing. But the moment he whispered, 


RESURRECTION 93 


“ Katyvisha!” she leaped up, went to the door, and 
angrily, so he thought, began to persuade him to go 
away. 

That's not right! How can you! Your aunts will 
hear you,” said her lips, but her whole being said: “I am 
all yours !” 

And it was this only which Nekhlytidov understood. 

« Just for a moment, please open. I implore you,” he 
uttered senseless words. 

She grew silent: then he heard the rustling of her 
hand as it groped for the latch. The latch clicked, and 
he slipped in through the opened door. 

He seized her, as she was, in her coarse, rough shirt 
with her bare arms, lifted her up, and carried her away. 

«Ah! What are you doing?” she whispered. 

But he paid no attention to her words, carrying her to 
his room. 

“Ah, you must not,—let me—” she said, all the 
time clinging to him. 


When she, trembling and silent, without saying a word, 
went away from him, he came out on the porch, trying to 
reflect on the significance of all that had taken place. 

It was now lighter in the yard; down below, on the 
river, the crackling and ringing and crashing of the floes 
was stronger than before, and to it was now added the 
sound of the mppling water. The fog was settling, and 
behind the wall of the fog swam out the last quarter 
of the moon, dimly illuminating something black and 
terrible. 

“ What is this? Has a great happiness or a great mis- 
fortune come to me?” he asked himself. “It is always 
this way, and all do this way,” he said to himself, and 
went to sleep. 


XVIII. 


On the following day, brilliant, merry Shénbok came to 
the aunts’ to fetch Nekhlytidov, and he completely fasci- 
nated them with his elegance, kindness, merriment, gen- 
erosity, and lové for Dmitri. His generosity very much 
pleased the aunts, but it baffled them somewhat by its 
exaggeration. To some blind beggars, who came to the 
house, he gave a rouble; in gratuities he spent about 
fifteen roubles; and when Suzette, Séfya Ivdnovna’s lap- 
dog, in his presence had so scratched her leg that the 
blood began to flow, he proposed to dress her wound, and, 
without a moment’s hesitation, tore up his cambric lace- 
edged handkerchief (Séfya Ivénovna knew that such hand- 
kerchiefs cost not less than fifteen roubles a dozen), and 
made bandages of it for Suzette. The aunts had not yet 
seen such gentlemen and did not know that this Shénbok 
owed something like two hundred thousand roubles, which, 
he knew full well, would never be paid, and that there- 
fore twenty-five roubles more or less would not matter 
much. 

Shénbok stayed only one day, and on the following 
night drove off with Nekhlytidov. They could not stay 
any longer because it was the last date for their leave of 
absence from the army. 

On this last day of Nekhlytidov’s stay at his aunts’, 
while the memory of the night was still fresh, two feel- 
ings rose and struggled in his soul: one, the burning, 
sensual recollections of the animal love, even though it 
had failed by much to give him what it had held out 
to him, and a certain self-satisfaction of having reached a 
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goal; the other, the consciousness that he had done some- 
thing very bad, and that that evil had to be mended, not 
for her sake, but for his. 

In this condition of his insanity of egotism, in which 
he now found himself, he thought only of himself, — of 
whether he would be condemned, and how much he 
would be condemned, if it were found out how he had 
acted toward her, and not of what she was experiencing, 
or what would become of her. 

He thought that Shénbok guessed of his relations with 
Katytisha, and that flattered his vanity. 

“TIT now see what has made you so suddenly fall in 
love with your aunts,’ Shénbok said to him, when he saw 
Katyusha, “and why you have passed a week with them. 
If I were in your place, I would not leave myself. 
Superb!” 

He also thought that although it was a shame to leave 
at once, without having had the full enjoyment of his 
love, the peremptory call to duty was advantageous in 
that it broke the relations at once, which otherwise it 
would have been difficult to sustain. He also thought 
that it was necessary to give her money, not for her sake, 
because the money might be useful to her, but because it 
was customary to do so, and he would have been regarded 
as a dishonest man, if, after seducing her, he did not pay 
her. And so he gave her money, — as much as he thought 
proper according to their respective positions. 

On the day of his departure, he watched for her in the 
vestibule. Her face flushed, when she saw him, and she 
wanted to pass by him, indicating with her eyes the open 
door into the maids’ room, but he kept her back. 

“I wanted to bid you good-bye,” he said, crumpling the 
envelope with the hundred-rouble bill in it. «I —” 

She guessed what it was, frowned, shook her head, and 
pushed his hand away. 

“Do take it,” he mumbled, putting the envelope in the 
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bosom of her garment, and running back to his room, 
frowning and groaning, as though he had burnt himself. 

He paced his room for a long time, and crouched, and 
even leaped and groaned, as though from physical pain, 
every time he thought of that scene. 

But what was to be done? It was always that way. 
It had been so with Shénbok and the governess, of whom 
he had told him; thus it had been with Uncle Grisha; 
and thus it had been with his father, when he was living 
in the country, ahd when that illegitimate son, Mitenka, 
was born to a peasant woman, who was alive even now. 
And if all do that way, it must be right. Thus he tried 
to console himself, without getting any real consolation. 
The memory of his deed burnt his conscience. 

In the depth, way down in the depth of his soul, he 
knew that he had acted so meanly, so contemptibly, and so 
cruelly that with the consciousness of this deed he not only 
could not condemn any one, but even could not look straight 
into people’s eyes, and that he certainly could not regard 
himself as a fine, noble, magnanimous young man, such as 
he considered himself to be. And yet he had to continue in 
that opinion of himself, if he wished to lead the same free 
and happy life as before. For this there was but one 
means: not to think of it. And thus he did. 

The life which he now entered upon — the new places, 
comrades, and the war—was helpful to him. The 
longer he lived, the more he forgot, until, at last, he did 
not remember anything of it. 

Only once, when, after the war, he visited his aunts, 
with the hope of seeing her, and when he found out that 
Katytisha was no longer there, that soon after his depar- 
ture she had left them, to give birth to a child, that she 
had given birth to one, and that, so the aunts had heard, 
she had become entirely dissolute, — his heart gave him 
a painful twinge. To judge from the time of the child’s 
birth, it might have been his, and yet it might have been 


RESURRECTION 97 


somebody else’s. The aunts said that she was demoral- 
ized, and just such a dissolute character as her mother 
had been. This reflection of his aunts gave him pleasure, 
because it in a certain way justified him. At first he in- 
tended to look up Katytisha and the child, but then, since 
in the depth of his soul he was too much ashamed and 
pained to think of it, he did not make every effort to 
locate her, and still more forgot his sin, and ceased think- 
ing of it. 

And just now this marvellous coincidence reminded him 
of everything, and everything demanded the confession of 
his heartlessness, cruelty, and meanness, which had made 
it possible for him quietly to live ten years with such 
a sin upon his conscience. But he was still very far 
from such a confession, and now he was thinking only 
that all might be found out, that she or her counsel would 
bring out the facts, and would put him to shame before 
every one. 


XIX. 


NEKHLYODOV was in this frame of mind when he left 
the court-room for the consultation-room. He sat at the 
window, listening to the conversations that took place 
about him, and smoking incessantly. 

The merry merchant obviously with all his heart 
sympathized with Merchant Smyelkév in his pastime. 

“Well, he was a great carouser, in Siberian fashion. He 
knew a thing or two, when he selected such a girl to 
kiss.” 

The foreman was expatiating on the importance of the 
expert testimony. Peter Gerdsimovich was jesting with 
the Jewish clerk, and they were both laughing about 
something. Nekhlytidov answered in monosyllables to 
all the questions which were addressed to him and 
wished only to be left alone. 

When the bailiff, with his sidling gait, again called the 
jurors to the court-room, Nekhlyudov experienced a sen- 
sation of terror, as though he were going, not to give a 
verdict, but to be tried. In the depth of his soul he felt 
that he was a scoundrel who ought to be ashamed to look 
people in the eyes, and yet he, by force of habit, ascended 
the platform with his usual self-confident gait, and sat 
down in his seat, the second from the foreman’s, and 
began to play with his glasses. 

The defendants had been removed, and now were being 
brought back. 

In the court-room there were new faces,— the wit- 
nesses, — and Nekhlytidov noticed that Mdslova several 
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times gazed down, as though she could not take her eyes 
off a fat woman, all dressed up in silk and velvet, who, 
in a tall hat with a large ribbon, and with an elegant 
reticule on her arm, which was bare up to the elbow, was 
sitting in the first row, next to the screen. This was, as 
he later found out, the landlady of the establishment in 
which Maslova had lived. 

Then the examination of the witnesses began: their 
names, religion, and so forth. Then, after the sides had 
been consulted as to whether the witnesses should be 
examined under oath or not, the same old priest, with 
difficulty moving his legs, and in the same manner ad- 
justing the gold cross on his silk vestment, with the same 
calm and conviction that he was performing an exceed- 
ingly useful and important work, administered the cath 
to the witnesses and to the expert. When the oath was 
finished, all the witnesses were led away, and only one, 
namely, Kitdéeva, the proprietress of the house of prostitu- 
tion, was allowed to remain. She was asked what she 
knew of the affair. Kitdeva, with a feigned smile, duck- 
ing her head under her hat at every phrase, told, with a 
German accent, everything in detail and distinctly : 

At first the hotel servant Simén, whom she well knew, 
had come to get a girl for a rich Siberian merchant. She 
sent Lyubdév. After awhile Lyubdv returned with the mer- 
chant. The merchant was already in “raptures,” Kitéeva 
said, with a slight smile, “and at our house continued to 
drink and treat the girls, but as his money gave out, he 
sent that same Lyubév, for whom he had a predilection,” 
she said, glancing at the defendant. 

It seemed to Nekhlytidov that at these words MAslova 
smiled, and this smile seemed disgusting to him. A 
Strange, indefinable feeling of loathing, mingled with 
compassion, arose in him. 

“And what has your opinion been of Méslova?” 
timidly asked the blushing candidate for a judicial place 
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who had been appointed by the court to be Maslova’s 
counsel. 

“The very best,” answered Kitdeva. “An educated 
girl and chic. Educated in good family, and could read 
«French. At times drank a little too much, but never 
lost her senses. A very good girl.” 

Katyvisha looked at the proprietress, and then suddenly 
transferred her eyes to the jurors, and rested them on 
Nekhlytidov, and her face became serious and even stern. 
One of her stern eyes squinted. For quite awhile these 
strange-looking eyes were turned upon Nekhlytidov, and, 
in spite of the terror which took possession of him, he 
was unable to turn his glance away from these squinting 
eyes with the bright white around them. He recalled 
that terrible night with the breaking ice, with its fog, 
and, above all, with that upturned last quarter of the 
moon, which rose before daybreak and illuminated some- 
thing black and terrible. These two black eyes, which 
gazed at him and past him, reminded him of something 
black and terrible. 

“She has recognized me,” he thought. And Nekhlyii- 
dov seemed to crouch, as though expecting a blow. She 
calmly heaved a sigh, and once more began to look at the 
presiding judge. Nekhlytidov, too, sighed. “Oh, if it 
only came at once,” he thought. He now experienced a 
sensation which he had experienced before at the chase, 
when he had to pick up a wounded bird, — he felt shame, 
and pity, and annoyance. The wounded bird would 
flutter in his game-bag, and he would feel loathing and 
pity, and would like to kill it, and to forget. 

It was such a mixed feeling that Nekhlyvidov was now 
experiencing, a8 he listened to the examination of the 
witnesses. 


XX. 


As if to spite him, the case was drawn out long: after 
the examination of the witnesses and the expert, one 
after the other, and after the assistant prosecuting at- 
torney and the lawyers for the defence had, with sig- 
nificant looks, asked a number of useless questions, the 
presiding judge told the jurors to inspect the exhibits, 
which consisted of a ring of enormous size, with a setting 
of rose-diamonds, which evidently fitted on the stoutest 
of forefingers, and of a vial in which the poison had been 
examined. These things were sealed, and there were 
small labels upon them. 

The jurors were just getting ready to inspect these 
objects when the assistant prosecuting attorney again 
raised himself in his seat and demanded the reading of 
the medical examination of the dead body, before passing 
to the inspection of the exhibits. 

The presiding judge, who was hurrying the case as fast 
as possible, in order to get to his Swiss woman, was very 
well convinced that the reading of that document could 
have no other effect then inducing ennui and delaying 
the dinner, and that the assistant prosecuting attorney 
had requested this only because he knew he had the right 
to make such a request; still, he could not refuse, and so 
ordered it to be read. The secretary got the document, 
and again with his monotonous voice, with the guttural 
enunciation of the letters 7 and r, began to read. ° 

The external investigation had given the following 
results : 
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(1) Ferapént Smyelkév’s height was two arshins and 
twelve vershéks.! 

“T declare, he was a strapping fellow,” the merchant, 
with an interested mien, whispered over Nekhlytidov’s 
ear. 

(2) His age was from external appearances approx- 
imately fixed as forty years. 

(3) The body had a bloated appearance. 

(4) The colour of the integuments was greenish, here 
and there tinged with darker spots. 

(5) The cuticle on the surface of the body had risen 
in pustules of different size, and in places had come off 
and was hanging in the shape of large flaps. 

(6) His hair was dark blond, thick, and at the touch 
came out of the skin. 

(7) The eyes stood out of their sockets, and the cornea 
was dimmed. 

(8) From the apertures of the nose, of both ears, and 
of the cavity of the mouth a lathery, foamy, serous liquid 
was discharged, and the mouth was half open. 

(9) There was no perceptible neck, on account of the 
bloated condition of the face and chest. 

And so on, and so on. 

Four pages contained twenty-seven points of such kind 
of a description of all the details revealed at the external 
examination of the terrible, immense, fat and swollen, 
decomposing body of the merchant who had been carous- 
ing in the city. The sensation of indefinable loathing, 
which Nekhlytidov had been experiencing, was intensified 
at the reading of this description of the corpse. Katyi- 
sha’s life and the serum which issued from his nostrils, 
and the eyes standing out from their sockets, and his 
treatment of her, seemed to him to be objects of one and 
the same order, and he was on all sides surrounded 


1 An arshin equals roe en inches, and a versh6k equals one 
and three-quarters inches 
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and absorbed by these objects. When, at last, the read- 
ing of the external examination was over, the presiding 
judge heaved a deep sigh and raised his head, hoping that 
all was ended, but the secretary immediately proceeded 
to the reading of the internal examination. 

The presiding judge once more lowered his head, and, 
leaning on his arm, closed his eyes. The merchant, who 
was sitting next to Nekhlytidov, with difficulty kept the 
sleep from his eyes, and now and then swayed to and 
fro; the defendants, and the gendarmes behind them, sat 
motionless. 

The internal examination revealed that: 

(1) The cranial integuments easily separated from 
the cranial bones, and suffusion was nowhere notice- 
able. 

(2) The cranial bones were of medium thickness, and 
sound. 

(3) On the dura mater two small pigmented spots 
were observed; they were approximately four lines in 
size; the dura mater itself was of a pale white hue; and 
so on, and so on, through thirteen points. 

Then followed the names of the coroner’s jury, the 
signatures, and then the conclusion of the medical ex- 
aminer, from which it was seen that the modifications 
which had taken place in the stomach, and partly in the 
intestines and kidneys, as discovered at the inquest and as 
mentioned in the protocol, gave a right to conclude, with 
a great degree of probability, that Smyelkév’s death had 
been caused by poison which had found its way into the 
stomach with the wine. From the modification in the 
stomach and intestines, which were at hand, it was diffi- 
cult to determine what kind of poison it was that had 
been introduced into the stomach; but that it found its 
way into the stomach with the wine must be surmised 
from the fact that a large quantity of wine was discov- 
ered in Smyelkév’s stomach. 
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«Evidently he was a great hand at drinking,” again 
whispered the merchant, waking from his sleep. 

But the reading of this protocol, which lasted nearly 
an hour, did not satisfy the assistant prosecuting attorney. 
When it was over, the presiding judge turned to him: 

“T suppose it would be superfluous to read the docu- 
ment referring to the investigation of the internal organs.” 

“TI should ask to have this examination read,” sternly 
said the associate prosecuting attorney, without glancing 
at the presiding judge, raising himself with a sidewise 
motion, and giving the judge to feel, by the intonation of 
his voice, that the request for this reading constituted one 
of his privileges, that he would not be curtailed of his 
right, and that a refusal would serve as a ground for 
cassation. 

The member of the court with the long beard and 
the kindly, drooping eyes, who was suffering from the 
catarrh, feeling himself very weak, turned to the presiding 
judge : 

“ What is the use of reading it? It only delays matters. 
These new brooms sweep longer, but not cleaneg.” 

The member in the gold spectacles did not say any- 
thing, and looked gloomily and with determination in 
front of him, expecting nothing good from his wife, or 
from life in general. 

The reading of the document began : 

“On February 15, 188-, I, the undersigned, at the 
request of the medical department, as given in writing in 
No. 638,” the secretary, who had such a soporific effect 
upon all persons present, began in a determined tone, 
raising the diapason of his voice, as though wishing to 
dispel sleep, “in presence of the assistant medical in- 
spector, have made the following examination of the 
internal organs: 

“(1) Of the right lung and of the heart (in a six-pound 
glass jar). 
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“(2) Of the contents of the stomach (in a six-pound 
gee) ere ee | 

«(3) Of the stomach itself (in a six-pound glass jar). 

“(4) Of the liver, the spleen, and the kidneys (in a 
three-pound glass jar). 

«“(5) Of the intestines (in a six-pound glass jar) — ” 

The presiding judge in the beginning of the reading 
bent down to one of the members and whispered some- 
thing to him; then to the other, and having received an 
affirmative answer, interrupted the reading in this place: 

“The court finds the reading of the document to be 
superfluous,” he said. The secretary stopped and picked 
up his papers. The assistant prosecuting attorney angrily 
made a note of something. 

«The jurors may examine the exhibits,” said the pre- 
siding judge. 

The foreman and a few of the jurymen arose, and, 
embarrassed as to the disposition of their hands, went up 
to the table, and in turns looked at the ring, the jars, and 
the vial. The merchant even tried on the ring on his 
finger, * 

“Well, he had a good-sized finger,” he said, upon re- 
turning to his seat. “As big as a cucumber,” he added, 
obviously enjoying the conception of the hero which he 
had formed of the poisoned merchant. 


XXI. 


WHEN the examination of the exhibits was ended, the 
presiding judge declared the judicial inquest closed, and, 
without any interruption, wishing to get through as soon 
as possible, asked the prosecutor to begin his speech, in 
the hope that he, too, wishing to have a smoke and a 
dinner, would have pity on him. But the assistant prose- 
cuting attorney pitied neither himself nor them. The 
assistant prosecuting attorney was naturally very stupid, 
but he had the additional misfortune of having graduated 
from the gymnasium with a gold medal, and of having 
received a reward at the university for his thesis on the 
servitudes of the Roman law, which made him exceed- 
ingly self-confident and self-satisfied (which was still 
more increased by his success with the ladidés), and in 
consequence of this he was extremely stupid. When the 
floor was given to him, he slowly rose, displaying his 
whole graceful figure, in an embroidered uniform, and, 
placing both his hands on the desk, and slightly inclining 
his head, cast a glance upon the whole room, avoiding 
only the defendants, and then began : 

“The case which is presented to you, gentlemen of the 
jury,” he began his speech, which he had prepared during 
the reading of the protocol and coroner’s inquest, “ is, if 
I may so express myself, a characteristic crime.” 

The speech of the associate prosecuting attorney, ac- 
cording to his opinion, ought to have a public significance, 
like those famous speeches which had been delivered by 
those who later became famous lawyers. It is true, 
among the spectators were only three women, a sewing 
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girl, a cook, and Simdn’s sister, and one coachman, but 
that was nothing. Those celebrities had begun in the 
same way. It was a rule of the associate prosecuting 
attorney always to be on the height of his calling, that 
is, to penetrate the depth of the psychologic significance 
of the crime, and to lay bare the sores of society. 

«You see before you, gentlemen of the jury, if one may 
so express oneself, a characteristic crime of the end of 
the century, bearing upon itself, so to speak, the specific 
characteristics of that melancholy phenomenon of de- 
composition, to which, in our day, are subjected those 
elements of society that, so to speak, are under the ultra- 
burning rays of that process —” 

The associate prosecuting attorney spoke a very long 
time, on the one hand trying to recall all those clever 
things which he had thought of, and, on the other, — and 
this was most important, — endeavouring not to stop for 
a moment, but to let his speech flow uninterruptedly 
for an hour and a quarter. Only once did he stop, and 
for awhile kept swallowing, but he soon found his bear- 
ings and ‘made up for the interruption by his intensified 
eloquence. He spoke now in a tender, insinuating voice, 
stepping from one foot to the other, and looking at the 
jurors, and now in a quiet, businesslike tone, glancing 
at his notes, and now again in a loud, condemnatory 
voice, addressing now the spectators, and now the jurors. 
On the defendants, however, who had riveted their eyes 
upon him, he did not look once. In his speech were all 
the latest points which had become fashionable in his 
circle, and which had been accepted as the latest word 
of scientific wisdom. Here were heredity, and inborn 
criminality, and Lombroso, and Tarde, and evolution, and 
struggle for existence, and hypnotism, and suggestion, 
and Charcot, and decadence. 

Merchant Smyelk6v, according to the definition of the 
associate prosecuting attorney, was a type of a mighty, 


108 RESURRECTION 


uncorrupted Russian, with his broad nature, who, on 
account of his confidence and magnanimity, had fallen 
as a victim of deeply perverted persons, into whose power 
he had come. 

Simén Kartfnkin was an atavistic production of serf- 
dom, a crushed man, without education, without principles, 
even without religion. Evfimiya was his sweetheart, and 
a victim of heredity. In her could be observed all the 
characteristics of a degenerate personality. But the chief 
mainspring of the crime was Méslova, who represented 
the phenomena of decadence in its lowest form. “This 
woman,” so said the associate prosecuting attorney, with- 
out looking at her, “has received an education, as we 
have learned here in court from the evidence of her land- 
lady. She not only can read and write, but can also 
speak French; she is an orphan, who no doubt bears 
in herself the germs of criminality; she has been edu- 
cated in a family of cultured gentlefolk, and could have 
lived by honest labour; but she left her benefactors, 
abandoned herself to her passions, and, to satisfy them, 
entered a house of prostitution, where she stood out from 
among her companions by her education, and, above 
everything else, as we have heard here from her landlady, 
gentlemen of the jury, by her ability to influence the 
visitors by that mysterious quality, which has of late 
been investigated by science, especially by the school of 
Charcot, and which is known under the name of sugges- 
tion. By means of that quality she took possession of 
a Russian hero, that good-natured, trustful Sadkd, the 
rich merchant, and used that confidence, first to rob him, 
and then pitilessly to deprive him of life.” 

“ He is getting dreadfully off on a tangent,” said, smiling, 
the presiding judge, leaning down to the austere member. 

“ He’s a terrible blockhead,” said the austere member. 

“Gentlemen of the jury,” the associate prosecuting 
attorney continued in the meantime, gracefully bending 
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his lithe form, “the fate of these persons is in your power, 
but, to a certain extent, the fate of society, which you 
influence by your sentence, is in your power. Carefully 
consider the meaning of this crime, the danger to which 
society is subjected by such pathological individuals, if 
I may so express myself, as is this Mdslova, and guard 
it against contagion, guard the innocent, strong elements 
of society against contagion, and often against destruction.” 

As though crushed by the importance of the impend- 
ing decision, the associate prosecuting attorney, evidently 
highly enraptured with his own speech, fell back in his 
chair. 


The pith of his speech, outside of the flowers of elo- 
quence, was that Mdslova had hypnotized the merchant, 
by insinuating herself into his confidence, and, having 
arrived in the room with the key, in order to fetch the 
money, had intended to take it all for herself, but, hav- 
ing been caught by Simén and Evfimiya, had been com- 
pelled to share the booty with them. Later, intending 
to conceal the traces of her crime, she came with the 
merchant to the hotel, where she poisoned him. 

After the associate prosecuting attorney’s speech there 
rose from the lawyers’ bench a middle-aged man in a 
dress coat, with the broad semicircle of a white starched 
shirt front, and with animation defended Kartfnkin and 
Béchkova. He was the attorney who had been employed 
by them for three hundred roubles. He justified their 
actions, and put all the guilt on Mdslova’s shoulders. 

He refuted Maslova’s testimony that Béchkova and 
Kartinkin had been with her, when she took the money, 
pointing out the fact that her testimony, as that of an 
established poisoner, could have no weight. The money, 
——the twenty-five hundred roubles,— said the lawyer, 
could have been earned by two industrious and honest 
people, who received as much as three and five roubles a 
day in gratuities. The merchant’s money had been stolen 
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by Méaslova, and had been given to somebody, or probably 
was lost, since she was in an abnormal condition. The 
poisoning was done by Maslova alone. 

Therefore he asked the jury to declare Kartfnkin and 
Béchkova not guilty of the robbery of the money, or, if 
they did declare them guilty of the robbery, to give a 
verdict without participation in the poisoning, and with- 
out premeditation. 

In conclusion, the lawyer, to sting the associate prose- 
cuting attorney, remarked that the eloquent reflections of 
the assistant prosecuting attorney explained the scientific 
questions of heredity, but were out of place in this case, 
because Béchkova was the child of unknown parents. 

The associate prosecuting attorney, as though to show 
his teeth, angrily made a note on his paper, and with 
contemptuous surprise shrugged his shoulders. 

Then arose Méslova’s counsel, and timidly and with 
hesitation made the defence. Without denying the fact 
that Méslova had taken part in the robbery, he insisted that 
she had had no intention of poisoning Smyelkév, and had 
given him the powder merely to put him to sleep. He 
wanted to make a display of eloquence, by surveying 
Méaslova’s past, how she had been drawn to a life of 
debauch by a man who remained unpunished, while she 
had to bear the whole brunt of her fall, but this excursus 
into the field of psychology was a perfect failure, so that 
all felt sorry for him. As he was muttering about the 
cruelty of men and the helplessness of women, the presid- 
ing Judge, wishing to help him out, asked him to keep 
closer to the essentials of the case. 

After this defence, again rose the associate prosecuting 
attorney, and defended his position about heredity 
against the first counsel for the defence by saying that 
the fact that Béchkova was the daughter of unknown 
parents did not in the least invalidate the doctrine of 
heredity, because the law of heredity was so firmly 
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established by science that we not only could deduce a 
crime from heredity, but also heredity froma crime. But 
as to the supposition of the defence that Mdslova hag 
been corrupted by an imaginary seducer (he dwelt with 
particular sarcasm on the word “ imaginary ”), all the data 
seemed to point to the fact that she had been the seducer 
of many, very many victims who had passed through her 
hands. Having said this, he sat down victorious. 

Then the defendants were asked to say something in 
their justification. 

Evfimiya Bdéchkova repeated that she knew nothing, 
that she had not been present at anything, and stubbornly 
pointed to Maslova as the only culprit. Simdén repeated 
several times: 

“Do as you please, but I am not guilty, and it is all 
in vain.” 

Maslova did not say anything. To the presiding judge’s 
invitation to say something in her defence, she only raised 
her eyes upon him, glanced at everybody, like a hunted 
deer, and immediately lowered her eyes, and burst out 
into loud sobs. 

“ What is the matter with you?” asked the merchant, 
who was sitting next to Nekhlytidov, upon hearing a 
strange sound, which Nekhlytidov was suddenly emitting. 
It sounded like a checked sob. 

Nekhlytidov did not yet grasp the full significance of 
his position, and ascribed the restrained sobs and the 
tears, which had come out in his eyes, to the weakness of 
his nerves. He put on his eye-glasses, in order to conceal 
them, then drew his handkerchief from his pocket, and 
began to clear his nose. 

The dread of the disgrace with which he would cover 
himself, if all in the court-room should learn of his deed, 
drowned all the inner work which was going on within 

im. This dread was during that time stronger than 
aything else. 


¥ 


XXII. 


AFTER these words of the defendants and the consulta- 
tion of the sides about the putting of the questions, which 
lasted for quite awhile, the questions were put, and the 
presiding judge began his résumé. 

Before entering on the recapitulation of the case, he, 
with a pleasant, familiar intonation, for a long time 
explained to the jury that misappropriation was misappro- 
priation, and theft was theft, and robbery from a place 
under lock was robbery from a place under lock, and 
robbery from an unlocked place was robbery from an 
unlocked place. While giving this explanation, he very 
frequently glanced over to Nekhlytidov, as though anxious 
to impress him in particular with this important fact, in 
the hope that he, comprehending its whole import, would 
be able to explain it to his fellow jurors. Then surmising 
that the jury was sufficiently instructed in this truth, he 
began to expatiate on another truth, namely, that murder 
was an act from which ensues the death of a man, and 
that, therefore, poisoning was also murder. When this 
truth, too, had, in his opinion, been imbibed by the jury, 
he explained to them that when theft and murder are 
committed at the same time, then the crime constitutes 
both theft and murder. 

Notwithstanding the fact that he wanted to get through 
as soon as possible and that the Swiss girl was waiting 
for him, he was so accustomed to his occupation that, 
having begun to speak, he could not check himself, and 
so he minutely instructed the jury that if they found the 
defendants guilty, they had a right to give a verdict of 
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guilty, and that if they found them not guilty, they were 
empowered to pass a verdict of not guilty; but if they 
found them guilty of one thing, and not guilty of another, 
they could declare them guilty of one thing, and not 
guilty of another. Then he explained to them that 
although they had such a right, they must use it with 
discretion. He also wished to instruct them that if they 
gave an affirmative answer to a given question, they there- 
with accepted the question in its entirety, and if they 
did not accept it in its entirety, they ought to specify 
what it was they excluded. But upon looking at his 
watch and seeing that it was five minutes to three, he 
decided to pass at once to the review of the case. 

“The circumstances of the case are as follows,” he 
began, and repeated all that had previously been said by 
the defence, and the assistant prosecuting attorney, and 
the witnesses. 

The presiding judge spoke, and the members on both 
sides listened to him with a thoughtful mien, and occa- 
sionally looked at the clock, finding his speech very 
beautiful, that is, such as it ought to be, but rather long. 
Of the same opinion were the assistant prosecuting attorney 
and all the judicial persons and all the spectators in the 
court-room. The presiding judge finished his résumé. 

It seemed that everything had been said. But the 
presiding judge could not part from his privilege of speak- 
ing, — it gave him such pleasure to listen to the impressive 
intonations of his own voice, — and he found it necessary to 
add a few words on the importance of the right which 
was granted to the jurors, and how attentively and 
cautiously they ought to make use of that nght, and not 
misuse it; he said that they were under oath, and that 
they were the public conscience, and that the secrecy 
of the jury-room must be kept sacred, and so on, and 
80 On. 

From the time that the presiding judge began to speak, 
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Méslova did not take her eyes away from him, as though 
fearing to lose a word, and therefore Nekhlytidov was not 
afraid of meeting her glance, and uninterruptedly looked 
at her. And in his imagination took place that common 
phenomenon, that the long missed face of a beloved person, 
at first striking one by the external changes which have 
taken place during the period of absence, suddenly becomes 
precisely like what it was many years ago: all the 
changes disappear, and before the spiritual eyes arises 
only that chief expression of an exclusive, unrepeated, 
spiritual personality. Precisely this took place in Nekh- 
lyuidov. 

In spite of the prison cloak, and the plumper body 
and swelling bosom, in spite of the broadened lower part 
of her face, the wrinkles on her brow and temples, and 
the somewhat swollen eyes, it was unquestionably that 
same Katyuisha who on that Easter night had so inno- 
cently looked at him, the man beloved by her, with her 
upturned loving eyes, smiling with joy and with the ful- 
ness of life, 

“Such a strange coincidence! How wonderful that this 
case should come up during my turn as a juror, that after 
ten years I should meet her here, on the defendants’ 
bench! And how will all this end? Ah, if it only would 
all end soon!” 

He did not yet submit to that feeling of repentance 
which was beginning to speak within him. It appeared 
to him as an accident which would pass by without disturb- 
ing the tenor of his life. He felt himself to be in the 
condition of the pup, when, after he has misbehaved in 
the room, his master takes him by the back of his neck and 
sticks his nose into the filth which he has caused. The 
pup whines and pulls back, in order to get away as far as 
possible from the consequences of his deed, and to forget 
them, but the inexorable master does not let him go. 
Just so Nekhlytidov was conscious of the filth which 


RESURRECTION 115 


he was guilty of, and of the mighty hand of the master ; 
but he did not yet understand the significance of what he 
had done, and did not acknowledge the master himself. 
He did not wish to believe that that which was before 
him was his deed. But an inexorable, invisible hand 
held him, and he felt that he should never wring himself 
away from it. He was still putting on a bold face, and, 
by force of habit, placed one leg over the other, carelessly 
played with his eye-gtasses, and sat in a self-satisfied atti- 
tude on the second chair of the first row. In the mean- 
time he was conscious, in the depth of his soul, of all the 
cruelty, meanness, and rascality, not only of his deed, but 
of his whole indolent, dissolute, cruel, and arbitrary life, 
and that terrible curtain, which as if by some magic had for 
twelve years concealed from himself that crime and all 
his consequent life, was already swaying, and he could 
get some short glimpses behind it. 


XXIII. 


FINALLY, the presiding judge finished his speech, and 
with a graceful motion raising the question-sheet, handed 
it to the foreman, who had walked over to him. The jury 
rose, glad to get away, and, not knowing what to do with 
their hands, as though ashamed of something, went one 
after another into the consultation-room. The moment 
the door was closed behind them, a gendarme went up to 
the door, and, unsheathing his sabre and shouldering 
it, took up a position near it. The judges arose and 
walked out. The defendants, too, were led away. 

Upon reaching the consultation-room, the jurors, as 
before, immediately took out their cigarettes and began 
to smoke. The unnaturalness and falseness of their situa- 
tion, which they all had been conscious of in a greater or 
lesser degree while seated in the court-room, passed the 
moment they entered the consultation-room and began - 
to smoke, and, with a feeling of relief, they made them- 
selves at home and began to converse in an animated 
manner. 

« The girl is not guilty, she is just tangled up,” said the 
good-natured merchant. “We must be indulgent with 
her!” 

“ This we shall consider later,” said the foreman. “We 
must not be misled by our personal impressions.” 

“The presiding judge has made a fine résumé,” re- 
marked the colonel. 

“Very fine indeed! I almost fell asleep.” 

“The main thing is that the servants could not have 
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known of the money, if Mdslova had not been in a con- 
spiracy with them,” said the clerk of Jewish type. 

“Well, did she steal it, in your opinion ?” asked one of 
the jurors. 

«You can’t make me believe it,” cried the good-natured 
merchant. “The red-eyed wench has done it all.” 

“They are every one of them a nice lot,” said the 
colonel. 

“She says she never went inside the room.” 

“Yes, you may believe her. I should not believe 
that slut for anything in the world.” 

«But what of it if you would not believe her?” said 
the clerk. 

«“ She had the key.” 

“What of it if she did have it ?” retorted the merchant. 

«And the ring ?” 

« She told about it,” again shouted the merchant. “The 
merchant had a temper, and had been drinking and 
walloping her. And then, of course, he was sorry 
for what he had done. ‘Take this, and don't cry!’ From 
what I heard, he must have been a strapping fellow, two 
and twelve, and weighing some three hundred pounds.” 

“This has nothing to do with the case,” Peter Gerdsi- 
movich interrupted him. “The question is, whether she 
did it all and persuaded the others, or whether the serv- 
ants took the initiative.” 

“The servants could not have done it by themselves, 
for she had the key.” 

The disconnected conversation lasted quite awhile. 

“Please, gentlemen,” said the foreman. “Let us sit 
down at the table, and consider the case. Please,” he 
said, sitting down in the foreman’s chair. 

“Those girls are contemptible,” said the clerk, and, in 
confirmation of his opinion that Médslova was the chief 
culprit, he told how one of these girls had stolen a watch 
from a friend of his in the boulevard. 
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This gave the colonel an opportunity of relating a more 
wonderful theft of a silver samovar. 

“Gentlemen, let us take up the questions in order,” 
said the foreman, tapping his pencil on the table. 

All grew quiet. The questions were expressed as fol- 
lows : 

(1) Is Simén Petrév Kartinkin, a peasant of the village 
of Bérki, Krapfvensk County, thirty-three years of age, 
guilty of having conspired on January 17, 188-, in the 
city of N , to deprive Merchant Smyelkév of his life, 
for the purpose of robbing him, in company with others, by 
administering to him poison in cognac, from which ensued 
Smyelkév’s death, and of having stolen from him about 
2,500 roubles and a diamond ring ? 

(2) Is Burgess Evfimiya Ivdnovna Béchkova, forty- 
three years of age, guilty of the crime described in the 
first question ? 

(3) Is Burgess Katerfna Mikhdylovna Méaslova, twenty- 
seven years of age, guilty of the crime described in the 
first question ? 

(4) If the defendant, Evffimiya Béchkova, is not guilty 
according to the first question, may she not be guilty of 
having, on January 17, 188-, in the city of N. , while 
being a servant in “ Hotel Mauritania,” secretly stolen from 
the locked valise of a hotel guest, Merchant Smyelkév, 
which was in his room, the sum of 2,500 roubles, having 
for this purpose opened the valise with a false key ? 

The foreman read the first question. 

“Well, gentlemen ?” 

To this question, the reply was readily made. All 
agreed to answer, “ Yes, guilty,” finding him guilty of 
participation, both in the poisoning and in the robbery. 
The only one who would not agree to finding Kartfnkin 
guilty was an old labourer, who answered all questions in 
an exculpatory way. 

The foreman thought that he did not understand, and 
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explained to him that there was no possible doubt of 
Kartinkin’s and Béchkova’s guilt, but the labourer replied 
that he understood it all, but that it would be better to 
exercise mercy. “We ourselves are no saints,’ he said, 
and stuck to his opinion. 

To the second question about Béchkova, they replied, 
after long discussions and elucidations, “ Not guilty,” 
because there were no clear proofs of her participation 
in the poisoning, upon which her lawyer had dwelt so 
emphatically. 

The merchant, wishing to acquit Méaslova, insisted that 
Béchkova was the chief instigator of the whole thing. 
Many jurors agreed with him, but the foreman, trying to 
remain within strictly legal bounds, said that there was 
no ground for finding her guilty of participation in the 
poisoning. 

After many discussions, the foreman’s opinion pre- 
vailed. 

To the fourth question, about Béchkova, they replied, 
“Yes, guilty,” but, since the labourer insisted upon it, 
they added, “ but deserves mercy.” 

The question about Maslova brought forth violent dis- 
cussions. The foreman insisted that she was guilty both 
of the poisoning and of the robbery, but the merchant did 
not agree with him, and he was joined by the colonel, the 
clerk and the labourer; the others seemed to waver, but 
the opinion of the foreman began to prevail, especially 
since all the jurors were tired, and gladly accepted the 
opinion which was more likely to unite all, and therefore 
to free them. 

By all that had taken place at the inquest, and by 
what Nekhlytidov knew of Maslova, he was convinced 
that she was not guilty either of the robbery or of the 
poisoning ; at first he was certain that all would find it 
so, but when he saw that, on account of the merchant's 
awkward defence, which was based on the fact that Mas- 
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lova pleased him in a physical way, a fact of which he 
made no secret, on account of the opposition of the fore- 
man for that very reason, and, especially, on account of 
the fatigue of all, the verdict was turning toward finding 
her guilty, he wanted to retort, but he felt terribly about 
saying anything in regard to Maslova, — it seemed to him 
that everybody would at once discover his relations with 
her. At the same time he felt that he could not leave 
the case as it was, but that he had to retort. He blushed 
and grew pale by turns, and was on the point of saying 
something, when Peter Gerdsimovich, who had remained 
silent until then, evidently provoked by the foreman’s 
authoritative tone, suddenly began to oppose him and to 
say the very thing Nekhlyvidov had intended to bring 
out. 

“Tf you please,” he said, “ you say that she is guilty of 
the robbery because she had a key; could not the hotel 
servants have later opened the valise with a false 
key?” 

“ That’s it, that’s it,” the merchant seconded him. 

“Tt was not possible for her to take the money, because 
in her situation she could not dispose of it.” 

« That's what I say,” the merchant confirmed him. 

“It is more likely that her arrival gave the servants 
the idea of utilizing the opportunity and throwing every- 
thing upon her shoulders.” 

Peter Gerdsimovich spoke in an irritated manner. His 
irritation was communicated to the foreman, who, for that 
very reason, began with greater stubbornness to insist upon 
his opposite views ; but Peter Gerdsimovich spoke so con- 
vincingly that the majority agreed with him, finding that 
Maslova had not taken part in the robbery of the money 
and ring, and that the ring had been given to her. 

When the discussion about her share in the poisoning 
began, her warm defender, the merchant, said that she 
ought to be found not guilty, because she had no reason 
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for poisoning him. But the foreman said that they could 
not help finding her guilty because she had herself con- 
fessed to administering the poison to him. 

“She gave it to him, but she thought it was opium,” 
said the merchant. 

“She could have deprived him of life with opium,” said 
the colonel, who was fond of digressions, and began to tell 
that his brother-in-law’s wife had poisoned herself with 
opium, and that she would certainly have died if a doctor 
had not been near, and if the proper measures had not 
been taken in time. The colonel spoke so persuasively, 
self-confidently, and with such dignity, that nobody had 
the courage to interrupt him. Only the clerk, infected by 
his example, decided to interrupt him in order to tell his 
own story. 

«Some get so used to it,” he began, “ that they can take 
forty drops. A relative of mine -—” 

But the colonel did not permit himself to be inter- 
rupted, and continued his story about the effect of the 
opium on the wife of his brother-in-law. 

“Gentlemen, it is already past four,” said one of the 
jurors. 

“ How is it, then, gentlemen?” the foreman addressed 
them. “Let us find her guilty without premeditated 
robbery, and without seizing any property.” 

“ How is that ?” 

Peter Gerdsimovich, satisfied with his victory, agreed 
to this. 

“ But deserves mercy,” added the merchant. 

All consented to this, only the labourer insisted upon 
saying “ Not guilty.” 

“That's what it amounts to,” explained the foreman. 
“This makes her not guilty.” 

«Put it down: ‘and deserves mercy.’ That means, 
clearing off the whole matter,” merrily said the merchant. 

Everybody was so tired, and so confused by their dis- 
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cussions that it did not occur to any one to add to the 
answer : “ Yes, but without the intention of killing.” 

Nekhlytidov was so agitated that he did not notice 
that. In this form the answers were written down and 
taken back to the court-room. 

Rabelais tells of a jurist, to whom people had come in 
a lawsuit, and who, after having pointed out all kinds 
of laws, and having read twenty pages of senseless jurid- 
ical Latin, proposed to the contending parties to cast dice: 
if they fell even, the plaintiff was right; if odd, the 
defendant was right. : 

Thus it happened here. This or that verdict had been 
accepted, not because all had agreed to it, but, in the first 
place, because the presiding judge, who had made such a 
long résumé, had forgotten upon that occasion to say 
what he always said, namely, that they might answer the 
question : “ Yes, guilty, but without the intention of kill- 
ing ;” secondly, because the colonel had told a long and tire- 
some story about his brother-in-law’s wife ; thirdly, because 
Nekhlyvidov had been so agitated that he did not notice 
the omission of the clause about the absence of any inten- 
tion to kill, and because he thought that the clause, 
“without any premeditated murder,” annulled the accu- 
sation; fourthly, because Peter Gerdsimovich did not 
happen to be in the room —he had gone out — when 
the foreman reread the questions and answers; and, 
chiefly, because everybody was tired, and all wanted to 
be free as soon as possible, and therefore agreed to a ver- 
dict which would bring everything to an end. 

The jury rang the bell. The gendarme, who was 
standing at the door with the unsheathed sword, put it 
back into the scabbard and stepped aside. The judges 
took their seats, and the jurors filed out from the 
room. 

The foreman carried the sheet with a solemn look. 
He went up to the presiding judge, and gave it to him. 
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The presiding judge read it, and, evidently surprised, 
waved his hands and turned to the members, to consult 
with them. The presiding judge was surprised to find that 
the jury had modified the first condition, by making it, 
“Without the intention of robbing,” while they had not 
equally modified the second, by saying, “ Without the in- 
tention of killing.” It now turned out that Maslova had 
not stolen, not robbed, and yet had poisoned a man witb- 
out any evident cause. 

“See what absurdity they have brought here,” he said 
to the member on the left. “This means hard labour, 
and she is not guilty.” 

“Why not guilty?” said the stern member. 

“Simply not guilty. In my opinion this case is pro- 
vided for in Statute 817.” (This statute says that if a 
court finds the accusation unjust, it may set aside the 
jury’s verdict.) 

“What do you think of it?” said the presiding judge, 
turning to the kind member. 

The kind member did not answer at once. He looked 
at the number of the document which was lying before 
him, and it would not divide by three. He had made up 
his mind that he should be with him if the number weuld 
be divisible; notwithstanding this, he, in the goodness of 
his heart, agreed with him. 

“T think myself this ought to be done,” he said. 

«And you?” the judge turned to the angry member. 

“Qn no condition,” he answered, firmly. “The papers 
are saying, as it is, that the juries acquit the criminals. 
T sha’n’t agree to it under any circumstances.” 

The presiding judge looked at his watch. 

“T am sorry, but what is to be done?” and he handed 
the list to the foreman to read. 

All arose, and the foreman, resting now on one foot 
and now on the other, cleared his throat, anc read the 
questions and answers. All the judicial persons, the secre- 
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tary, the lawyers, even the prosecuting attorney, expressed 
their surprise. 

The defendants sat unperturbed, obviously not under- 
standing the purport of the answers. Again, all sat down, 
and the presiding judge asked the prosecuting attorney 
to what punishment he proposed to subject the defend- 
ants. 

The prosecuting attorney, delighted at the unexpected 
turn which Madslova’s case had taken, and ascribing this 
success to his eloquence, looked up some points, rose, and 
said : 

«Simén Kartinkin ought to be subjected to punish- 
ment on the basis of article 1,452 and paragraph four of 
article 1,453; Evfimiya Béchkova on the basis of article 
1,659; and Katerina Méaslova on the basis of article 
1,454.” 

All these punishments were the severest which it was 
possible to mete out. 

“The court will withdraw for the purpose of arriving 
at a sentence,” said the prosecuting attorney, rising. 

All arose at the same time, and, with the relief and 
the agreeable sensation of a well-performed good work, 
began to leave the room, or to move up and down. 

“ My friend, we have done a shameful piece of busi- 
ness,” said Peter Gerdsimovich, walking up to Nekhlytidov, 
to whom the foreman was telling something. “We have 
sent her to hard labour.” 

“You don’t say?” cried Nekhlytidov, this time not 
taking notice at all of the teacher's disagreeable famil- 
larity. 

“ Precisely so,” he said. “ We did not put down in the 
answer, ‘Guilty, but without the intention of killing.’ 
The secretary has just told me that the prosecuting 
attorney is giving her fifteen years of hard labour.” 

“That's the way we gave the verdict,” said the fore- 
man. 
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Peter Gerdésimovich began to argue with him, saying 
that it was self-evident that if she did not steal the 
money, she could not have had the intention of killing 
him. 

“ But did I not read the answers before coming out ?” 
the foreman justified himself. «“ Nobody contradicted.” 

“T was not in the room at that time,” said Peter 
Gerdsimovich. “But how is it you were napping ?” 

“T could not imagine it was that way,’ said Nekh- 
ly idov. 

“This comes from not imagining.” 

« But this can be corrected,” said Nekhlyudov. 

“No, now everything is ended.” 

Nekhlyudov looked at the defendants. They, whose 
fate was being decided, sat just as motionless behind the 
screen, in front of the soldiers) Mdslova was smiling at 
something. An evil feeling began to stir in Nekhlytidov’s 
breast. Before this, while he saw her acquittal and so- 
journ in the city, he had been undecided as to how to act 
toward her. In any case, his relations with her would 
have been difficult; but now, the hard labour and Siberia 
at once destroyed every possibility of any relations with 
her. The wounded bird would stop fluttering in, the 
game-bag and reminding him of itself. 


XXIV. 


PETER GERASIMOVICH’S suppositions were correct. 

Upon returning from the consultation-room, the pre- 
siding judge took the paper and read : 

«On April 28, 188-, by order of his Imperial High- 
ness N , the criminal department of the Circuit 
Court, by virtue of the jury’s verdict, and on the basis of 
par. 3, art. 771, par. 3, art. 776, and art. 777 of the Code 
of Crim. Jur., has decreed: Peasant Simdén Kartinkin, 
thirty-three years of age, and Burgess Katerina Maslova, 
twenty-seven years of age, to be deprived of all civil 
rights, and to be sent to hard labour: Kartfnkin for 
the period of eight years, and Méslova for four years, 
with the consequences incident thereupon according to 
art. 25 of the Statutes. But Burgess Evffmiya Béchkova, 
forty-three years of age, to be deprived of all special 
rights, both personal and civil, and of all privileges, to be 
incarcerated in prison, for the period of three years, with 
the consequences incident thereupon according to art. 48 
of the Statutes. The expenses of the court incurred in 
this case to be borne in equal parts by all the defendants, 
and in case of their inability to meet them to be paid by 
the Crown. 

“The exhibits presented in the case to be sold, the 
ring to be returned, and the jars to be destroyed.” 

Kartinkin stood as erect as before, holding his hands 
with their spreading fingers down his sides, and moving 
his cheeks. Béchkova seemed to be quite calm. Upon 
hearing her sentence, Mdslova grew red in her face. 

“I am not guilty, I am not guilty!” she suddenly 
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shouted through the court-room. “This is a sin. I am 
not guilty. I had no intention, no thought of doing 
wrong. I am telling the truth! The truth!” And, 
letting herself down on the bench, she sobbed out aloud. 

When Kartinkin and Béchkova left, she still remained 
sitting in one spot and weeping, so that the gendarme 
had to touch her by the elbow of her cloak. 

“No, it is impossible to leave it thus,” Nekhlyiidov 
said to himself, entirely forgetful of his evil feeling, and, 
without knowing why, rushing out into the corridor, in 
order to get another glimpse of her. 

Through the door pressed the animated throng of the 
jurors and lawyers, satisfied with the result of the case, 
so that he was kept for several minutes near the door. 
When he came out into the corridor, she was far away. 
With rapid steps, and without thinking of the attention 
which he was attracting, he caught up with her, and, 
going beyond, he stopped. She had ceased weeping, and 
only sobbed fitfully, wiping her flushed face with the end 
of the kerchief; she passed beyond him, without looking 
around. After she was gone, he hurriedly went back, in 
order to see the presiding judge, but the judge had just 
left, and he ran after him and found him in the vestibule. 

« Judge,” said Nekhlyvdov, approaching him just as he 
had donned his bright overcoat and had taken from the 
porter his silver-knobbed cane, “may I speak with you 
about the case which has just been tried? I was one of 
the jurors.” 

“ Yes, certainly, Prince Nekhlytidov! Very happy, we 
have met before,” said the presiding judge, pressing his 
hand at the pleasant recollection of how well and gaily 
and how much better than many a young man he had 
danced on the evening of his first meeting with Nekh- 
lyvidov. “ What can I do for you?” 

“There was a misunderstanding in the answer in 
regard to Mdslova. She is not guilty of poisoning, and 
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yet she has been sentenced to hard labour,” Nekhlytidov 
said, with a concentrated and gloomy look. 

“The court has passed sentence according to the an- 
swers which you have handed in,” said the presiding 
judge, moving toward the entrance door, “even though 
the answers seemed to the court not to be relevant to the 
case.” 

He recalled that he had intended to explain to the jury 
that their answer, “ Yes, guilty,” without a specific denial 
of intentional murder, only confirmed the murder with 
the intention, but that, in his hurry, he had forgotten to 
do so. 

“Yes; but cannot the error be corrected ?” 

“A cause for annulment may always be found. One 
must consult the lawyers,” said the presiding judge, 
putting on his hat somewhat jauntily, and moving up 
toward the door. 

“ But this is terrible.” 

«You see, one of two things could have happened to 
Méaslova,” said the presiding judge, wishing to be as 
agreeable and polite to Nekhlytidov as possible; he 
straightened out all his whiskers above the collar of his 
overcoat, and, slightly linking his hand in Nekhlyudov’s 
arm, continued, on his way to the door: “ You are going 
out, are you not?” 

« Yes,” said Nekhlytidov, swiftly putting on his coat, 
and going out with him. 

They came out into the bright, cheering sun, and it 
became necessary to speak louder, in order to be heard 
above the rattling of the wheels on the pavement. 

“The situation, you see, is a strange one,” continued 
the presiding judge, raising his voice. “ One of the two 
things could have happened to her, I mean Maéaslova: 
either almost an acquittal, with incarceration in a prison, 
from which might have been deducted the time already 
passed in jail, or merely an arrest, or otherwise hard 
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labour, — there was nothing between these two. If you 
had added the words, ‘but without the intention of 
causing death,’ she would have been acquitted.” 

“Tt is inexcusable in me to have omitted them,” said 
Nekhlytidov. 

“ That’s where the trouble is,” said the presiding judge, 
smiling, and looking at his watch. 

There were only forty-five minutes left to the latest 
hour appointed by Klara. 

“Tf you wish it, invoke a lawyer’s aid. You must find 
cause for annulment. It is always possible to find such. 
To the Dvorydnskaya,” he said to a cabman; “thirty 
kopeks, — I never pay more than that.” 

“If you please, your Excellency.” 

“My regards to you. If I can be useful to you, call at 
Dvérnikov’s house, on the PNoryancneye — that is easily 
remembered.” 

And, bowing graciously, he drove off. 


' XXV. 


THE conversation with the presiding judge and the 
fresh air somewhat calmed Nekhlyidov. He now con- 
cluded that the sensation experienced by him was ex- 
aggerated by his having passed the whole morning under 
such unaccustomed circumstances. 

« Of course, it is a remarkable and striking coincidence ! 
I must do everything in my power to alleviate her condi- 
tion, and I must do so at the earliest possible moment, — 
at once. I must find out in the court-house where 
Fandrin or Mikishin lives.”» He recalled the names of 
these two famous lawyers. 

Nekhlytidov returned to the court-house, took off his 
overcoat, and went up-stairs. He met Fandrin in the 
first corridor. He stopped him, and told him that he 
had some business with him. Fandémn knew him by 
sight and by name, and said that he would be happy to 
be useful to him. 

“ Although I am tired — but if it will not take you 
long, tell me your business, — come this way.” 

Fanarin led Nekhlyvidov into a room, very likely the 
private cabinet of some judge. They sat down at the 
table. 

“Well, what is it about ?” 

“First of all I shall ask you,” said Nekhlytidov, “ not 
to let anybody know that I am taking any interest in 
this matter.” 

“ That is self-understood. And —” 

“T served on the jury to-day, and we sentenced an 


innocent woman to hard labour. This torments me.” 
180 
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Nekhlytidov blushed, quite unexpectedly to himself, and 
hesitated. Fanérin flashed his eyes upon him and again 
lowered them, and listened. 

“Well?” was all he said. 

“We have sentenced an innocent woman, and I should 
like to have the judgment annulled and carried to a 
higher court.” 

“To the Senate,” Fandrin corrected him. 

« And so I ask you to take the case.” 

Nekhlytidov wanted to get over the most difficult point 
as soon as possible, and so he said, blushing: 

“T shall bear the expenses in this case, whatever they 
may be.” 

“Well, we shall come to an understanding about that,” 
said the lawyer, with a smile of condescension at his 
imexperience. 

« What case is it?” 

Nekhlyuidov told him. 

“Very well, I will take it up to-morrow, and look it 
over. And the day after to-morrow — no, on Thursday, 
come to see me at six o'clock, and I shall have an answer 
for you. Is that all night? Come, let us go, I have to 
make some inquiries yet.” 

Nekhlyuidov said good-bye to him and went away. 

His conversation with the lawyer and the fact that he 
had taken measures for Maslova’s defence calmed him 
still more. He went out. The weather was beautiful, 
and it gave him pleasure to breathe the vernal air. The 
cabmen offered him their services, but he went on foot. 
A whole swarm of thoughts and recollections in regard to 
Katyiisha and to his treatment of her at once began to 
whirl around in his mind, and he felt melancholy, and 
everything looked gloomy. “No, I will consider that 
later,” he said to himself, “but now I must divert my 
mind from these heavy impressions.” 

He thought of the dinner at the Korchégins, and looked 


132 RESURRECTION 


at his watch. It was not yet late, and he could get there 
in time. A tramway car was tinkling past him. He ran 
and caught it. At the square he leaped down and took 
a good cab, and ten minutes later he was at the entrance 
of the large house of the Korchégins. 


XXVL 


“PLease, your Serenity! They are expecting you,” 
said the kindly, stout porter of the large house of the 
Korchégins, opening the oak door of the entrance, which 
moved noiselessly on its English hinges. “They are at 
dinner, but I was ordered to ask you to come in.” 

The porter went up to the staircase and rang a bell 

“Ts anybody there?” asked Nekhlytidov, taking off his 
overcoat. 

“Mr. Kélosov and Mikhail Sergyéevich, and the 
family,” answered the porter. 

A fine-looking lackey, in dress coat and white gloves, 
looked down-stairs. 

“ Please, your Serenity,” he said, “I am told to ask 

ou in.” 

Nekhlyvidov ascended the staircase and through the 
familiar, luxurious, and spacious parlour passed to the 
dining-room. Here the whole family was sitting at 
the table, excepting the mother, Princess Séfya Vasflevna, 
who never left her cabinet. At the head of the table 
sat the elder Korchégin; next to him, to the left, was 
the doctor; to the mght, a guest, Ivdn Ivdnovich Kédlo- 
sov, formerly a Government marshal of the nobility, and 
now & director of a bank, a liberal comrade of Korché- 
gin’s; then, on the left, Miss Redder, the governess of 
Missy’s little sister, with the four-year-old girl; on the 
right, exactly opposite, was Missy’s brother, the only son 
of the Korchdgins, a gymnasiast of the sixth form, Pétya, 
for whose sake the whole family was still staying in the 
city, waiting for his ane and his tutor; then, on 
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the left, Katerfna Aleksyéevna, an old maid forty years of 
age, who was a Slavophile; opposite her, Mikhail Sergyé- 
evich, or Misha Telyégin, Missy’s cousin, and at the lower 
end of the table, Missy herself, and, near her, an untouched 
cover. 

“Now, that’s nice. Sit down,— we are just at the 
fish,” said the elder Korchégin, carefully and with diff- 
culty chewing with his false teeth, and raising his suf- 
fused, apparently lidless eyes. 

“Stepan,” he turned, with his full mouth, to the stout, 
majestic butler, indicating with his eyes the empty 
plate. Although Nekhlyvidov was well acquainted with 
old Korchaégin, and had often seen him, especially at din- 
ner, he never before had been so disagreeably impressed 
by his red face, with his sensual, smacking lips, with his 
napkin stuck into his vest, and by his fat neck, — in 
general, by his whole pampered military figure. 

Nekhlytidov involuntarily recalled everything he had 
heard of the cruelty of this man, who, God knows why, 
— for he was rich and of distinguished birth, and did not 
need to earn recognition by zealous service, — had had 
people flogged and even hanged when he had been the 
chief officer of a territory. 

“ He will be served at once, your Serenity,” said Stepan, 
taking from the buffet, which was filled with silver vases, 
a large soup-ladle, and nodding to the fine-looking lackey 
with the whiskers; the lackey at once arranged the un- 
touched cover near Missy’s, on which lay a quaintly folded 
starched napkin with a huge coat of arms. 

Nekhlyvidov walked all around the table, pressing every- 
body’s hands. All but old Korchégin and the ladies rose 
when he came near them. On that evening the walking 
around the table and the pressing of the hands of all per- 
sons present, though with some of them he never exchanged 
any words, seemed to him particularly disagreeable and 
ridiculous, He excused himself for being so late, and was 
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on the point of seating himself on the unoccupied chair, 
when old Korchagin insisted that, even if he did not take 
any brandy, he should take an appetizer from the table on 
which stood lobsters, caviare, various kinds of cheese, and 
herrings. Nekhlytidov did not know he was so hungry, 
but when he started on a piece of cheese sandwich he 
could not stop, and ate with zest. 

“Well, have you loosened the foundations?” said K6- 
losov, ironically quoting an expression of a retrograde 
paper which was opposed to trial by jury. “Have you 
acquitted the guilty, and sentenced the innocent? Yes?” 

“Loosened the foundations — loosened the founda- 
tions —” laughingly repeated the prince, who had an 
unbounded confidence in the wit and learning of his lib- 
eral comrade and friend. 

Nekhlytidov, at the risk of being impolite, did not 
answer Ké6losov, and, sitting down to the plate of steam- 
ing soup which had been served to him, continued to 
munch his sandwich. 

“Let him eat,” Missy said, smiling; she used the pro- 
noun “ him” in order to point out her intimacy with him. 

Kélosov, in the meantime, proceeded, in a loud and 
brisk voice, to give the contents of the article attacking 
the trial by jury which had so exasperated him. Mi- 
khafl Sergyéevich, the nephew, agreed with him, and gave 
the contents of another article in the same paper. 

Missy was very distinguée, as always, and well, unos- 
tentatiously well dressed. 

“You must be dreadfully tired and hungry,” she said to 
Nekhlyvidov, when he had finished chewing. 

“No, not very. And you? Did you go to see the 
pictures ?” he asked. 

“No, we have put it off. We were out playing lawn- 
tennis with the Salamdntovs. Really, Mr. Crooks plays a 
marvellous game.” 

Nekhlyvidov had come here to divert his mind ; it was 
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always pleasant for him in that house, not only on account 
of that good taste in luxury which agreeably affected his 
feelings, but also on account of that atmosphere of insinu- 
ating kindness with which he was imperceptibly surrounded 
here. But, strange to say, on that evening everything in 
that house was distasteful to him, everything, beginning 
with the porter, the broad staircase, the flowers, the 
lackeys, the setting of the table, to Missy herself, who now 
appeared unattractive and unnatural tohim. He was also 
disgusted with that self-confident, mean, liberalizing tone 
of Kélosov; he was disgusted with the ox-like, self-confi- 
dent, sensual figure of old Korchdégin; he was disgusted 
with the French phrases of the Slavophile Katerina Alek- 
syéevna; he was disgusted with the repressed countenances 
of the governess and the tutor; and he was particularly 
disgusted with the pronoun “him,” which had been used 
in regard to himself. 

Nekhlytidov always wavered between two relations with 
Missy : now he saw her as though with blinking eyes, or 
as if in the moonlight, and everything in her was beauti- 
ful; she seemed to him fresh, and beautiful, and clever, 
and natural Then again, he saw her as though in the 
bright sunshine, and he could not help noticing her de- 
fects. That evening was just such an occasion. He now 
saw all the wrinkles on her face; he knew that her hair 
was artificially puffed out; he saw the angularity of her 
elbows, and, above everything else, observed the wide nail 
of her thumb, which reminded him of her father’s thumb- 
nails. 

“It is an exceedingly dull game,” Kédlosov remarked 
about the tennis. “The ball game we used to play in our 
childhood was much more fun.” 

«You have not tried it. It is awfully attractive,” re- 
torted Missy, pronouncing with particular unnaturalness 
the word “awfully,” as Nekhlytidov thought. 

And then began a discussion in which also Mikhafl 
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Sergyéevich and Katerina Aleksyéevna took part. Only 
the governess, the tutor, and the children were silent and, 
evidently, felt ennui. 

“ Quarrelling all the time!” exclaimed old Korchdégin, 
bursting out into a guffaw; he took the napkin out from 
his vest, and, rattling his chair, which the lackey immedi- 
ately took away, rose from table. All the others got up 
after him and went up to a small table, where stood the 
finger-bowls, filled with warm scented water; they wiped 
their mouths and continued the conversation, which did 
not interest anybody. 

“Am I not right?” Missy turned to Nekhlytidov, 
trying to elicit a confirmation of her opinion that a man’s 
character is nowhere manifested so well as at a game. 
She had noticed in his face that concentrated and, as she 
thought, condemnatory expression of which she was afraid, 
and wanted to know what it was that had caused it. 

“ Really, I do not know; I have never thought about 
it,” replied Nekhlytidov. 

“Will you go to see mamma ?” asked Missy. 

“Yes, yes,” he said, taking out a cigarette, and in a 
tone which manifestly meant that he should prefer not 
to go. 

She looked at him in silence, with a questioning glance, 
and he felt ashamed. “How mean! To call on people 
in order to make them feel bad,” he thought about him- 
self, and, trying to say something agreeable, announced 
that it would give him pleasure to go, if the princess 
would receive him. 

«Yes, yes, mamma will be happy. You may smoke 
there. Ivdn Ivdnovich is there, too.” 

The lady of the house, Princess Séfya Vasflevna, was 
a bedridden woman. For the last eight years she had 
received her guests while lying in bed, amidst laces and 
ribbons, amidst velvet, gold tinsel, ivory, bronze, lacquer, 
and flowers; she did not drive out, and received only her 
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“own friends,” as she expressed herself; that is, all such 
people as stood out from the crowd. Nekhlytidov was 
among these select people, because she regarded him as a 
clever young man, because he and his mother were near 
friends of the house, and because it would be well if 
Missy married him. 

The room of Princess Séfya Vasflevna was beyond the 
large and small drawing-rooms. In the large drawing- 
room, Missy, who preceded Nekhlytidov, suddenly stopped 
and, holding on to the back of a gilt chair, looked straight 
at him. 

Missy was very anxious to get married, and Nekhlyt- 
dov was a good match. Besides, she liked him, and had 
accustomed herself to the idea that he would belong to 
her (not that she would belong to him, but he to her), 
and she reached out for her goal with unconscious, but 
persistent cunning, such as the insane are possessed of. 
She said something to him in order to elicit an explanation 
from him. 

“TI see that something has happened to you,” she said. 
‘What is the matter with you ?” 

He recalled the incident in the court-room, frowned, 
and blushed. 

«Yes, something has happened,” he said, trying to be 
truthful; “a strange, unusual, and important thing.” 

«What is it? Can’t you tell it?” 

“Not now. Permit me not to mention it. Something 
has happened which I have not yet had time to reflect 
upon,” he said, and his face became even redder. 

«And you will not tell me?” A muscle on her face 
quivered, and she moved the chair to which she was hold- 
ing on. 

“No, I cannot,” he answered, feeling that in answering 
her he was answering himself, and confessing that really 
something important had happened to him. 

“Well, let us go.” 
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She tossed her head, as if to drive away importunate 
thoughts, and walked on with faster steps than usual. 

It appeared to him that she compressed her lips in an 
unnatural manner, as though to keep back tears. He felt 
ashamed and pained at having grieved her, but he knew 
that the least weakness would ruin him, that is, it would 
bind him. And on that evening he was afraid of it more 
than ever, and so he reached the princess’s cabinet with 
her in silence. 


XXVIL. 


Princess Sérya Vasfievna had finished her very 
refined and nourishing dinner, which she was in the habit 
of eating all alone, in order that she might not be seen 
at that unpoetical function. Near her lounge stood a 
small table with coffee, and she was smoking a cigarette. 
Princess Séfya Vasflevna was a lean, haggard brunette, 
with large teeth and big black eyes, who was trying to 
appear young. 

There was a rumour about her having certain relations 
with her doctor. On previous occasions Nekhlytidov 
generally forgot about this; on that evening he not only 
thought of it, but, when he saw near her chair the doctor, 
with his pomaded, shining forked beard, he was overcome 
by loathing. 

At Sdéfya Vasilevna’s side, on a soft low armchair, sat 
K6losov near the table, stirring his coffee. On the table 
stood a wine-glass with liqueur. 

Missy entered with Nekhlytidov, but did not remain 
in the room. 

«When mamma gets tired and drives you away, come 
to me,” she said, turning to Kélosov and Nekhlytdov, in 
such a tone as though nothing had happened between 
them, and, with a merry smile, inaudibly stepping over 
the heavy rug, went out of the room. 

“Good evening, my friend! Sit down and tell me all 
about it,” said Princess Séfya Vasflevna with an artificial, 
feigned smile, which remarkably resembled a real smile, 
and showing her beautiful large teeth, which were as 
artistically made as though they were natural. “I am 
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told that you have come from court in a very gloomy 
mood. This must be very hard for people with a heart,” 
she said in French. 

“ Yes, that is so,” said Nekhlyiidov. “One often feels 
his in— One feels that one has no right to sit in judg- 
ment.” 

“Comme c'est vrai,” she exclaimed, as though struck 
by the truth of his remark, and, as always, artfully flatter- 
ing her interlocutor. 

“Well, how is your picture getting on ? — it interests 
me very much,” she added. “If it were not for my 
ailment, I should have gone long ago ‘0 see it.” 

“TI have given it up altogether,’ dryly replied Nekh- 
lyvidov, to whom the insincerity of her flattery was now 
as manifest as her old age, which she was trying to 
conceal He was absolutely unable to attune himself 
in such a way as to be pleasant. 

“Tam sorry. Do you know, Ryepnin himself told me 
that he has positive talent,” she said, turning to Kdélosov. 

“ How unashamed of lying she is,” thought Nekhlytidov, 
frowning. 

Having convinced herself that Nekhlyiidov was not 
in a good humour and that it was not possible to draw 
him into a pleasant and clever conversation, Séfya Vast- 
levna turned to Kélosov, asking for his opinion about the 
latest drama, in such a tone as though Kédlosov’s opinion 
was to solve all doubts, and as though every word of 
that opinion was to be eternalized. Kdélosov condemned 
the drama, and used this opportunity to expatiate on his 
conceptions of art. Princess Séfya Vasflevna expressed 
surprise at the correctness of his views, tried to defend 
the author of the drama, but immediately surrendered her- 
self, or found some compromise. Nekhlyvidov was looking 
and hearing, but he saw and heard something different 
from what was going on in front of him. 

Listening to Séfya Vasflevna and to Kédlosov, Nekh- 
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lyvidov observed that neither Sdfya Vasiflevna nor Kélosov 
had the least interest in the drama, or in each other, and 
that they were conversing only to satisfy a physiological 
necessity of moving the muscles of the mouth and throat 
after dinner ; secondly, that Kdlosov, having drunk brandy, 
wine, and liqueur, was a little intoxicated, — not as 
intoxicated as peasants are who drink at rare intervals, 
but as people are who make a habit of drinking wine. 
He did not sway, nor say foolish things, but was in an 
abnormal, excitedly self-satisfied condition; in the third 
place, Nekhlytidov noticed that Princess Sdéfya Vasilevna 
during the conversation restlessly looked at the window, 
through which fell upon her the slanting rays of the sun, 
for fear that too strong a light might be shed on her old 


“How true that is,” she said about a remark of 
Kélosov’s, and pressed a button in the wall near the 
lounge. 

Just then the doctor arose, and, being a familiar friend, 
went out of the room without saying a word. Sédfya 
Vasflevna followed him with her eyes, continuing to 
speak. 

“ Please, Filipp, let down this curtain,” she said, indicat- 
ing with her eyes the curtain of the window, when the 
fine-looking lackey had come in in answer to the bell. 

“You may say as you please, but there is something 
mystical in him, and without mysticism there can be 
no poetry,” she said, angrily watching with one black 
eye the movement of the lackey who was fixing the 
curtain. 

“ Mysticism without poetry is superstition, and poetry 
without mysticism is prose,” she said, sadly smiling, and 
not letting out of sight the lackey, who was still busy 
about the curtain. 

“Filfpp, not this curtain,—the one at the large 
window,” Sdéfya Vasilevna muttered, with the tone of a 
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sufferer, evidently regretting the effort which she had 
to make in order to pronounce these words, and imme- 
diately, to soothe her nerves, putting the fragrant, smok- 
ing cigarette to her mouth with her ring-covered hand. 

Broad-chested, muscular, handsome Filfpp made a 
slight bow, as though to excuse himself, and, stepping 
softly over the rug with his strong, well-shaped legs, 
humbly and silently went up to the other window, and, 
carefully watching the princess, so arranged the curtain 
that not one single ray could fall upon her. But here he 
again did not do exactly right, and again exhausted Sdéfya 
Vasilevna was compelled to interrupt her conversation 
about mysticism and to correct Filipp, who was hard of 
understanding and who pitilessly tormented her. For 
& moment there was a flash in Filipp’s eyes. 

“The devil can make out what it is you want, no doubt 
is what he said to himself,” thought Nekhlyudov, who was 
watching the whole game. But handsome, strong Filfpp 
at once concealed his motion of impatience and began 
calmly to carry out the order of exhausted, powerless, 
artificial Princess Séfya Vasflevna. 

“ Of course, there is a larger grain of truth in Darwin's 
teachings,” said Kélosov, throwing himself back in the 
low armchair, and looking with sleepy eyes at Princess 
Séfya Vasilevna, “but he oversteps the boundary. Yes.” 

«And do you believe in heredity?” Princess Sdéfya 
Vasflevna asked Nekhlytidov, vexed by his silence. 

“In heredity?” Nekhlytidov repeated her question. 
“ No, I do not,” he said, being at that moment all absorbed 
in the strange pictures which for some reason were rising 
in his imagination. By the side of strong, handsome 
Filfpp, whom he imagined to be an artist’s model, he saw 
Kélosov naked, with a belly in the shape of a water- 
melon, and a bald head, and thin, whip-like arms. Just 
as disconsolately he thought of Séfya Vasflevna’s shoul- 
ders, which now were covered with silk and velvet; he 
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imagined them in their natural state, but this conception 
was so terrible that he tried to dispel it. 

Séfya Vasflevna measured him with her eyes. 

“JT think Missy is waiting for you,” she said. “Go to 
her ; she wanted to play to you a new piece by Grieg, — 
it is very interesting.” 

“She did not want to play anything. She is just lying 
for some reason,” thought Nekhlyidov, rising and press- 
ing Sdéfya Vasflevna’s translucent, bony hand, covered 
with rings. 

In the drawing-room he was met by Katerina Aleksyé- 
evna, who at once began to speak to him. 

“TI see the duties of a juror have an oppressive effect 
upon you,” she said, speaking, as always, in French. 

“Pardon me, I am not in a good humour to-day, and I 
have no right to make others feel bad,” said Nekhlytidov. 

« Why are you out of humour?” 

“Permit me not to tell you why,” he said, trying to 
find his hat. 

“Do you remember how you told us that one must 
always tell the truth, and how you then told us such 
cruel truths? Why, then, do you not want to tell now? 
Do you remember, Missy?” Katerina Aleksyéevna turned 
to Missy, who had come out to them. 

“ Because that was a game,” Nekhlytidov answered 
seriously. “In a game one may, but in reality we are so 
bad, that is, 1 am so bad, that I, at least, am not able 
to tell the truth.” 

“There is nothing worse than to confess that you are 
out of humour,” said Missy. “I never acknowledge such 
a feeling in myself, and so I am always in a happy frame 
of mind. Well, won’t you come with me? We shall 
try to dispel your mauvaise hwmeur.” 

Nekhlytidov experienced a sensation such as a horse 
must experience when it is being patted, in order to be 
bridled and hitched. But on that evening it was harder 
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for him to pull than at any previous time. He excused 
himself, saying that he had to be at home, and began to 
say good-bye. Missy held his hand longer than usual. 

“Remember that what is important to you is also 
important to your friends,” she said. “ Will you be here 
to-morrow ?” 

“ Hardly,” said Nekhlyvidov, and, feeling ashamed (he 
did not know whether for himself or for her), he blushed 
and hurriedly went away. 

“What is the matter? Comme cela m’intrigue,” said 
Katerina Aleksyéevna, when Nekhlytidov had gone. “I 
must find out. Some affaire d'amour propre,— iw est 
trés susceptible, notre cher Mitya.” 

“« Plutét, une affaire d'amour sale,” Missy wanted to say, 
but restrained herself, with a dimmed expression which 
was quite different from the one her face had when 
speaking with him; she did not tell that bad pun to 
Katerina Aleksyéevna, but merely remarked: “ We all 
have good and bad days.” 

“JI wonder whether he, too, will deceive me,’ she 
thought. “ After all that has happened, it would be very 
bad of him.” 

If Missy had been asked to explain what she under- 
stood by the words, “after all that has happened,” she 
would not have been able to say anything definite, and 
yet she knew beyond any doubt that he had not only 
given her hope, but had almost promised her. All this 
was done not by distinct words, but by glances, smiles, 
insinuations, and reticence. Withal she regarded him as 
her own, and it would have been hard for her to lose 
him. | 


XXVIII. 


« DISGRACEFUL and disgusting, disgusting and disgrace- 
ful,” Nekhlyvidov thought in the meantime, walking 
home through familiar streets. The heavy feeling which 
he had experienced during his conversation with Missy 
did not leave him. He felt that formally, if one may 
so express oneself, he was right before her, for he had said 
nothing to her that would bind him, had made no pro- 
posal to her; at the same time he was conscious of 
having essentially tied himself and promised, and yet 
he felt with all his being that he could not marry 
her. “Disgraceful and disgusting, disgusting and dis- 
graceful,” he repeated to himself, not only in reference to 
his relations with Missy, but to everything. “ Everything 
is disgusting and disgraceful,” he repeated to himself, as 
he ascended the porch of his house. 

“T sha’n’t eat any supper,” he said to Kornéy, who 
walked after him into the dining-room, where the table 
was set and the tea was ready. “ You may go.” 

« Yes, sir,” said Kornéy; he did not leave, but began to 
clear the table. Nekhlytidov looked at Kornéy and was 
overcome by a hostile feeling toward him. He wanted to 
be left alone, and it seemed to him that everybody was 
annoying him, as though on purpose. When Kornéy had 
left with the dishes, Nekhlytidov went up to the samovar, 
in order to pour in the tea, but upon hearing Agraféna 
Petrévna’s steps, he, in order not to be seen, hurriedly 
went into the drawing-room and closed the door behind 
him. This drawing-room was the one in which his mother 
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room, which was illuminated by two lamps with their 
reflectors, one near his father’s picture, the other near his 
mother’s portrait, he recalled his last relations with 
his mother, and they seemed to him unnatural and 
repulsive. And this, too, was shameful and mean. He 
recalled how during her last illness he had simply wanted 
her to die. He had said to himself that he wished it in 
order to see her liberated from her sufferings, but in réality 
he had wished himself to be freed from the sight of her 
agony. 

Wishing to evoke a good memory of her, he looked at 
her portrait, which had been painted by a famous painter 
for five thousand roubles. She was represented in a black 
velvet gown, with bared breast. The painter had evidently 
spared no effort in painting the bosom, the interval between 
her breasts, and the shoulders and neck, dazzling in their 
beauty. This was absolutely disgraceful and disgusting. 
There was something loathsomely profane in the represen- 
tation of his mother in the form of a half-naked beauty, 
the more loathsome, since three months ago the same 
woman had been lying there, dried up lke a mummy, 
and yet filling not only the room, but even the whole 
house with a painfully heavy odour which it was impos- 
sible to subdue. He thought he could scent it even now. 
And he recalled how the day before her death she had 
taken his strong, white hand into her bony, discoloured 
little one, had looked him in the eyes, and had said: 
“Do not judge me, Mitya, if I have not done right,” and 
in her eyes, faded from suffering, stood tears) “How 
disgusting!” he said once more to himself, looking at the 
half-bare woman with her superb marble shoulders and 
arms, and with her victorious smile. The nudity of the 
bosom on the portrait reminded him of another young 
woman, whom he had also seen décolletée a few days 
before. It was Missy, who had found an excuse to invite 
him to the house, in order that she might appear before 


148 RESURRECTION 


him in the evening dress in which she was going to a 
ball. He thought with disgust of her beautiful shoulders 
and arms. And that coarse animal father, with his past, 
his cruelty, and that spiritual mother, with her doubtful 
reputation! Disgraceful and disgusting, disgusting and 
disgraceful ! 

“ No, no,” he thought, “I must free myself; I must free 
myself from all these false relations with the Korchdégins, 
and from Mériya Vasilevna, and from the inheritance, 
and from everything else— Yes, I must breathe freely. 
Abroad, — to Rome, to work on my picture.” He recalled 
his doubts in regard to his talent. “What of it? If only 
to breathe freely. First to Constantinople, then to Rome, 
only to get rid of all jury service. And I must arrange 
that matter with the lawyer.” 

And suddenly the prisoner, with her black squinting 
eyes arose in his imagination with extraordinary vividness. 
How she did weep during the last words said by the 
defendants! He hurriedly extinguished his finished 
cigarette and crushed it in the ash-tray, lighted another, 
and began to pace up and down in the room. And one 
after another the moments which he had passed with her 
rose in his imagination. He recalled his last meeting 
with her, that animal passion which then had taken 
possession of him, and the disenchantment which he had 
experienced when his passion was satisfied. He recalled 
the white dress with the blue ribbon, and the morning 
mass. “I did love her, did sincerely love her with a 
good and pure love during that night; I had loved her 
even before, when I had passed my first summer with 
my aunts, and had been writing my thesis!” And he 
recalled himself such as he had been then. That fresh- 
ness, youth, and fulness of life was wafted upon him, and 
he felt painfully sad. 

The difference between what he had then been and what 
he now was was enormous; it was just as great, if not 
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greater, than the difference that existed between Katyt- 
sha at church and that prostitute, who had caroused 
with the merchant, and who had been sentenced on that 
very day. Then he had been a vigorous, free man, before 
whom endless possibilities had been open; now he was 
conscious of being on all sides caught in the snare of a 
foolish, empty, aimless, and insignificant life, from which 
he saw no issue, and from which, for the greatest part, he 
did not wish to emerge. He recalled how formerly he 
had prided himself on his straightforwardness ; how he had 
made it his rule always to tell the truth; and how he now 
was all entangled in a he, in a most terrible lie; a lie 
which all the people who surrounded him regarded as the 
truth. And there was no way of getting out from this 
lie, — at least he did not see any way. And he was sunk 
deep in it, was used to it, and pampered himself 
by it. 

How was he to tear asunder those relations with 
Mariya Vasilevna and with her husband in such a way 
that he should not be ashamed to look into his eyes and 
into the eyes of his children? How was he to unravel 
his relations with Missy without lying? How was he to 
extricate himself from the contradiction between the 
acknowledgment of the illegality of the ownership of land 
and the possession for life of his maternal inheritance ? 
How was he to atone for his sin before Katytisha? He 
certainly could not leave it as it was. “I cannot aban- 
don a woman whom I have loved, and be satisfied with 
paying a lawyer and freeing her from hard labour, which 
she has not deserved, — that is, to settle the whole matter 
by giving money, just as I had thought then that I ought 
to do, when I gave her the money!” 

And he vividly thought of the minute when he had 
caught up with her in the corridor, and put the money in 
her bosom, and had run away again. “ Ah, that money !” 
he recalled that minute with the same terror and dis- 
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gust that had overcome him then. “Ah, ah! how con- 
temptible!” he said aloud, just asthen. “Only a rascal, a 
scoundrel, could have done that! And I am that rascal, 
that scoundrel!” he again said aloud. “And am I 
really,” he stopped in his walk, “am I really such a 
scoundrel? If not I, who is?” he replied to his own 
question. “And is this all?” he continued to upbraid 
himself. “ Are not your relations with Mériya Vasilevna 
and her husband mean and contemptible? And your 
relations with property? Under the pretence that the 
money is your mother’s to make use of wealth which you 
regard as illegal? And all your empty, bad life. And 
the crown of all, — your deed with Katytisha. Scoundrel! 
rascal! Let people judge me as they please: I can deceive 
them, but I shall never be able to deceive myself.” 

And he suddenly comprehended that that loathing 
which he had of late experienced for people — and espe- 
cially on that very day for the prince, and for Séfya Vasi- 
levna, and for Missy, and for Kornéy — was really a 
loathing for himself. And, strange to say, in this 
feeling of confessing his meanness there was something 
painful, and at the same time something pleasurable and 
soothing. 

Nekhlytidov had had several times before what he 
called a “cleansing of his soul” By a cleansing of his 
soul he understood a condition of his soul such as when 
he suddenly, sometimes after a long interval of time, 
recognized the retardation, and sometimes the cessation 
of his internal work, and began to clean up all the dirt 
which had accumulated in his soul, and which was the 
cause of this retardation. 

After such awakenings Nekhlytidov formed certain 
rules which he intended to follow henceforth: he kept a 
diary and began a new life, which he hoped he would 
never change again,—he “turned a new leaf,” as he 
used to say to himself. But the temptations of the 
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world pressed hard on him, and he fell again, without 
noticing it, and often lower than before. 

Thus he had cleansed himself and had risen several 
times; thus it had been with him the first time when he 
had gone to spend the summer with his aunts. That had 
been the most vivid, the most enthusiastic awakening, and 
its effects had remained for a considerable time. Then, he 
had another awakening when he left the civil service, 
and, wishing to sacrifice his life, entered the military serv- 
ice during the war. But here the pollution took place 
soon after. Then, there was another awakening when he 
asked for his dismissal from the army, and went abroad 
to study art. 

Since then a long period had passed without any cleans- 
ing, and consequently he had never before reached such 
a pollution and such a discord between that which his 
conscience demanded and the life which he was leading, 
and he was horror-struck when he saw the distance. 

That distance was so great, the pollution so strong, that 
at first he despaired of being able to cleanse his soul. “TI 
have tried often enough to perfect myself and become 
better, but nothing has come of it,” said in his soul the 
voice of the tempter, “so what is the use trying again?” 
«You are not the only one,— they are all like that, — 
such is life,’ said this voice. But the free, spiritual 
being, which alone is true, and powerful, and eternal, was 
already beginning to waken in Nekhlytidov. He could 
not help trusting it. No matter how great the distance 
was between what he had been and what he wanted to be, 
everything was possible for the awakened spiritual being. 

“T will tear asunder the lie which is binding me, at 
whatever cost, and I will profess the. truth, and will tell 
the truth to everybody at all times, and will act truth- 
fully,” he said to himself aloud, with determination. “I will 
tell the truth to Missy ; I will tell her that I am a liber- 
tine and that I cannot marry her, and that I have 
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troubled her in vain; and I will also tell the truth to 
Mariya Vasilevna. Still I have nothing to tell her; I 
will tell her husband that I am a scoundrel, that I have 
deceived him. I will make such disposition of my inher- 
itance as to be in consonance with the truth. I will tell 
her, Katyisha, that I am a rascal, that I am guilty toward 
her, and I will do everything to alleviate her lot. Yes, 
I will see her, and will ask her to forgive me. 

“ Yes, I will ask forgiveness, as children ask it.” 

He stopped. “TI will marry her, if that is possible.” 

He stopped, crossed his hands over his breast, as he 
used to do when he was a child, raised his eyes upwards, 
and uttered these words: 

“QO Lord, help me, instruct me, come and take Thy 
abode within me, and cleanse me of all impurity.” 

He prayed to God to help him, to take up His abode 
within him, and to purify him, and in the meantime that 
which he asked for had already taken place. God, who 
was living within him, had awakened in his conscious- 
ness. He felt himself to be that new man, and there- 
fore he was conscious not only of freedom, of frankness, 
and of the joy of life, but also of all the power of good- 
ness. He now felt himself capable of doing everything, 
the very best that any human being could do. 

In his eyes were tears, as he was saying that to him- 
self, — both good and bad tears: good tears, because they 
were tears of joy at the awakening of the spiritual being 
within him; and bad, because they were tears of pacifi- 
cation with himself, at his own virtue. 

He was warm. He went up to the window and opened 
it. It faced the garden. It was a quiet, fresh moonlight 
night; in the street some wheels rattled, and then all 
was quiet. Right under the window could be seen the 
shadow from the branches of the tall, leafless poplar, 
which with all its forked boughs lay distinctly outlined 
on the sand of the cleaned-up open space. On the left 
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was the roof of a barn, which appeared white in the 
bright moonlight ; in front were the intertwined branches 
of the trees, and behind them could be seen the black 
shadow of the fence. Nekhlytidov looked at the moonlit 
garden and roof and the shadow of the poplar, and he 
listened, and inhaled the vivifying fresh air. 

“ How good, how good, O Lord, how good!” he said of 
what was in his soul. 


XXIX. 


MAs ova returned to her cell at six o’clock in the even- 
ing, tired and footsore from the unaccustomed fifteen- 
verst march over the cobblestones, and besides oppressed 
by the unexpectedly severe sentence, and hungry. 

During a recess, the guards had been eating bread and 
hard-boiled eggs, and her mouth had begun to water, and 
she had felt hungry, but had regarded it as humiliating to 
ask them for anything to eat. When, after that, three 
hours passed, she no longer felt hungry, but only weak. 
It was during that state that she listened to the sentence. 
At first she thought that she had not heard right, and was 
not able to believe what she had heard: she could not 
think of herself as sentenced to hard labour. But when 
she saw the quiet, businesslike countenances of the judges 
and the jury, who received that information as something 
quite natural, she felt provoked and shouted aloud that 
she was not guilty. When she saw that her cry, too, was 
received as something natural, as something expected and 
incapable of affecting the case, she burst out into tears, 
feeling that it was necessary to submit to that cruel and 
amazing injustice which had been committed against her. 

She was particularly amazed at the fact that she had 
been so cruelly condemned by men,—- young men, not 
old men,— who had always looked so favourably upon 
her. One of them — the prosecuting attorney — she had 
seen in quite a different mood. While she was sitting in 
the prisoners’ room, waiting for the court to begin, and 
during the recesses of the session, she had seen those 
men, pretending to be ne else, pass by the 
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door or walk into the room in order to take a look at her. 
And now these same men had for some reason or other 
sentenced her to hard labour, notwithstanding the fact 
that she was not guilty of what she had been accused 
of. She wept, but then grew silent, and in complete 
stupor sat in the prisoners’ room, waiting to be taken 
back. She wanted only one thing,—-to smoke. While 
in this condition, she was seen by Béchkova and Kartin- 
kin, who were brought into the same room after the sen- 
tence had been passed. Béchkova at once began to 
scold Méslova and to taunt her with the hard labour. 

“Well, did you succeed? Did you justify yourself ? 
You could not get off, you slut! You have received your 
deserts. You will give up your fine ways at the hard 
labour, I am sure.” 

Maslova sat with her hands ‘stuck into the sleeves of 
her cloak and, bending her head low, remained motionless, 
looking two steps ahead of her, at the dirty floor, and 
only said : 

“Tam not bothering you, so you leave me alone. I[ 
am not bothering you,” she repeated several times, then 
grew entirely silent. She revived a little when Béchkova 
and Kartinkin were led away, and the janitor came in 
and brought her three roubles. 

« Are you Maslova?” he asked. 

“Here, take it; a lady has sent it for you,” he said, 
handing her the money. 

“ What lady ?” 

“Take it, and don’t get into discussions with us!” 

Kitdéeva had sent the money. Upon leaving the court- 
room she asked the bailiff whether she could give Mas- 
lova some money. The bailiff said she could. Upon 
receiving this permission, she pulled the three-button 
chamois glove off her plump white hand, took a fashion- 
able pocketbook out of the back folds of her silk skirt, 
and selecting from a fairly large heap of coupons, which 
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had been cut from bank-bills earned by her, one of the 
denomination of two roubles and fifty kopeks, added to 
this two twenty-kopek pieces and one ten-kopek piece, 
and handed the sum over to the bailiff. He called the 
janitor, and gave him the money in the presence of the 
donor. ; 

“Please, give it to her in full,” Karolina Albértovna 
said to the janitor. 

The janitor felt insulted by the suspicion, and that was 
why he was so brusque with Maslova. 

Méslova was glad to get the money, because it would 
furnish her with what she now wanted. 

“If I could only get cigarettes, and have a puff at 
one,” she thought, and all her thoughts were centred on 
this one desire to smoke. She was so anxious for it that 
she eagerly inhaled the air if there was a whiff of tobacco 
smoke in it, as it found its way into the corridor through 
the doors of a cabinet. But she had to wait for quite 
awhile, because the secretary, who had to release her, 
having forgotten about the defendants, was busy discuss- 
ing a prohibited article with one of the lawyers. 

Finally, at about five o'clock, she was permitted to 
leave, and the two soldiers of the guard —the Nizhni- 
Névgorodian and the Chuvd4sh — took her away from the 
court-house by a back door. While in the vestibule of 
the court-house, she gave them twenty kopeks, asking 
them to buy her two rolls and cigarettes. The Chuvash 
laughed, took the money, and said, “ All right, we will 
buy it for you,” and really honestly bought the cigarettes 
and rolls, and gave her the change. On the way she 
could not smoke, so that she reached the prison with 
the same unsatisfied desire to smoke. As she was 
brought to the door, about one hundred prisoners were 
being delivered from the railroad train. She fell in with 
them at the entrance. 

The prisoners, — bearded, shaven, old, young, Rusgiang 
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and of other nationalities, — some of them with half their 
heads shaven, clanking their leg-fetters, filled the entrance- 
hall with the noise of their steps, their voices, and the 
pungent odour of their sweat. Passing by Maslova, the 
prisoners looked at her, and some went up to her, and 
teased her. 

“ Oh, a fine girl,” said one. “My regards to aunty,” 
said another, blinking with one eye. 

A swarthy fellow, with a blue shaven occiput and with 
@ moustache on his shaven face, tripping in his fetters 
and clanking them, rushed up to her and embraced her. 

“Did you not recognize your friend? Stop putting on 
airs!” he cried, grinning and flashing his eyes upon her, 
as she pushed him away. 

“ Rascal, what are you doing there?” cried the assistant 
superintendent, coming up to him. 

The prisoner crouched and swiftly ran away. The 
assistant began to scold Maslova. 

“What are you doing here?” 

Maéslova wanted to tell him that she was brought 
back from court, but she was too tired to talk. 

“From court, your honour,” said the elder guard, com- 
ing out of the throng of prisoners, and putting his hand 
to his cap. 

« Well, transfer her, then, to the officer, and don’t keep 
her in this crowd !” 

“Yes, your honour!” 

“Sokolé6v! Receive her,” cried the assistant superin- 
tendent. 

The officer came up, and, giving Médslova an angry 
push on the shoulder and indicating the direction to her 
by a motion of his head, led her to the women’s corridor. 
There she was examined and fingered all over, and, as 
nothing was found (the cigarette box had been stuck into 
a roll), she was admitted to the same cell which she had 
left in the morning. 


XXX. 


THE cell in which Maéslova was kept was a long room, 
nine arshins long and seven wide, with two windows, a 
protruding, worn-out stove, and sleeping-benches with 
warped boards, which occupied two thirds of the space. 
In the middle, opposite the door, was a dark holy image, 
with a wax taper stuck to it, and with a dusty wreath of 
immortelles hanging underneath it. Behind the door, 
and to the left, was a black spot on the floor, and on it 
stood a stink-vat. The roll had just been called, and the 
women were locked up for the night. 

There were in all fifteen inmates in that cell: twelve 
women and three children. 

It was quite light yet, and only two women were 
lying on the benches: one of them, whose head was 
covered with her cloak, was a demented woman, who 
was locked up for having no passport; she was asleep 
most of the time; and the other, — a consumptive woman, 
— was serving a sentence for theft. She was not asleep, 
but lay, with her cloak under her head, with her eyes 
wide open, with difficulty keeping back the tickling 
and oozing moisture in her throat, in order not to cough. 

The other women, all of them with bare heads, in 
nothing but shirts of a coarse texture, were either sitting 
on the benches and sewing, or standing at the window 
and looking at the prisoners who were passing through 
the yard. Of the three women who were sewing, one 
was the same old woman who had seen Maslova off, 
Korabléva by name; she was a sullen, scowling, wrinkled, 
tall, strong woman, with skin hanging in a loose bag 
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under her chin, a short braid of blond hair that was 
streaked with gray over her temples, and a hirsute wart 
on her cheek. The woman had been sentenced to hard 
labour for having killed her husband with an axe. She 
had committed that murder because he had been making 
improper advances to her daughter. Korabléva was the 
forewoman of the cell, and trafficked in liquor. She was 
sewing in spectacles, and holding the needle in her large 
working hands in peasant fashion, with three fingers and 
the point towards her. 

Next to her sat a snub-nosed, swarthy little woman, 
with small black eyes, good-hearted and talkative, also 
sewing bags of sail-cloth. She was a flagwoman at a 
railroad hut, sentenced to three months in jail for having 
failed to flag a train, a failure by which an accident was 
caused. 

The third woman who was sewing, was Feddésya, — Fé- 
nichka her companions called her, — a white, red-cheeked, 
very young, sweet-faced woman, with clear, childish eyes, 
and two long blond braids circling around a small head, 
who was imprisoned for an attempt to poison her husband. 
She tried to poison him soon after her marriage, which 
had taken place when she was barely sixteen years old. 
In the eight months which she had been detained await- 
ing the court’s session, she not only made up with 
her husband, but became so fond of him that the court 
found the two living in the greatest concord. Notwith- 
standing the fact that her husband and her father-in-law, 
and especially the mother-in-law, who had become exceed- 
ingly fond of her, tried to exculpate her, she was sentenced 
to hard labour in Siberia. Good, merry, frequently smil- 
ing Fedésya was Méslova’s neighbour on the bench, and 
she not only liked Mdaslova very much, but regarded it as 
her duty to care for her and attend to her. 

Two other women were sitting on the benches, without 
any work; one of them, about forty years of age, with a 
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pale, haggard face, had evidently once been very beautiful, 
but now was pale and lean,— she was holding a babe in 
her arms, and suckling it from her white, long breast. 
Her crime consisted in this: a recruit was taken away 
from their village, who, according to the peasants’ under- 
standing, had been unlawfully drafted ; the people stopped 
the country judge and took away the recruit; this 
woman, the unlawfully seized recruit’s aunt, was the first 
to lay hands on the reins of the horse which was to take 
away the recruit. The other was a short, wrinkled, good- 
natured old woman, with gray hair, and a hump on her 
back. The old woman sat on a bench near the stove and 
pretended to be catching the four-year-old, close-cropped, 
chubby little boy who was running past her and laughing 
loudly. He was clad in nothing but a shirt, and kept 
running past and repeating all the time, “ You see, you 
did not catch me!” 

This old woman, who with her son was accused of arson, 
bore her incarceration with the greatest good nature, feel- 
ing sorry, not for herself, but for her son, who was also in 
jail, and still more for her old husband, who, she was 
afraid, would be all covered with vermin, because the 
daughter-in-law had left, and there was no one at home to 
wash him. 

In addition to these seven women, four others were 
standing at one of the open windows, and, holding on to 
the iron grating, were with signs and shouts conversing 
with those prisoners with whom Méslova had fallen in at 
the entrance. One of these, who was serving for theft, 
was a large, heavy, flabby, red-haired woman, with sallow 
and freckled face, hands, and neck, which stuck out from 
her untied, open collar. She loudly shouted indecent 
words in a hoarse voice. 

Next to her stood a swarthy, misshapen woman, with 
a long spine and very short legs, looking not larger than a 
ten-year-old girl Her face was red, and all spotted, and 
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had widely separated black eyes, and short, stout lips, 
which did not cover up her protruding white teeth. She 
was laughing with a whine and fitfully at what was 
going on in the yard. This prisoner, nicknamed Beauty 
for her foppishness, was under trial for theft and arson. 

Back of them stood, in a very dirty gray shirt, a mis- 
erable-looking, haggard, venous, pregnant woman, with an 
immense abdomen, who was under trial for receiving 
stolen goods. This woman was silent, but all the time 
smiled approvingly and rapturously at what was going on 
without. 

The fourth woman at the window, who was serving a 
sentence for illicit traffic in liquor, was a short, thick-set 
peasant woman, with very bulging eyes and a good-natured 
face. This woman, the mother of the boy who was play- 
ing with the old woman, and of a seven-year-old girl, both 
of which children were with her in the prison because 
she had no place to leave them in, was leoking through 
the window like the rest, but continued to knit a stocking, 
and kept frowning disapprovingly and closing her ears to 
what the transient prisoners in the yard were saying. 
Her daughter, the seven-year-old girl, with white, loose 
hair, was standing in nothing but a shirt near the red- 
haired woman, and, holding on with her thin little hand 
to her skirt, was, with arrested eyes, listening attentively 
to the vulgar words which the women were exchanging 
with the prisoners, and repeating them in a whisper, as 
though to learn them by heart. 

The twelfth prisoner was the daughter of a sexton, who 
had drowned her child in a well. She was a tall, stately 
girl, with tangled hair, which stuck out from her thick 
short blond braid, and with motionless protruding eyes. 
She did not pay the least attention to what was going on 
around her, was barefoot and clad in a dirty gray shirt, and 
was pacing to and fro in the free space of the cell, abruptly 
and rapidly turning around whenever she reached the wall 
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WHEN the lock clicked, and Maslova was let into the 
cell, all turned to her. Even the sexton’s daughter 
stopped for a minute, and looked at the newcomer with 
uplifted brows, but without saying anything immediately 
proceeded to walk up and down with her long, determined 
steps. Korabléva stuck her needle into the coarse cloth, 
and questioningly turned her eyes, through her spectacles, 
upon Méaslova. 

“T declare! You are back. And I thought you would 
be acquitted,” she said, in her hoarse, deep, almost mas- 
culine voice. “Evidently they have sent you up.” 

She took off her spectacles, and put her sewing down 
on the bench. 

« Aunty and I have been talking about you, dear; we 
thought they would release you at once. Such things do 
happen. And if you strike it right, you get money, too,” 
began the flagwoman, in her singing voice. “And just 
the opposite has happened. Evidently our guessing was 
wrong. The Lord evidently has decided differently, my 
dear,” she chattered without cessation in her kind and 
melodious voice. 

“Have they really sentenced you?” asked Feddsya, 
with compassionate tenderness, looking at Maslova with 
her childish, light blue eyes; her whole cheerful, young 
face was changed, as though she were ready to weep. 

Méslova did not make any reply, and silently went up 
to her place, the second from the end, near Korabléva, 
and sat down on the boards of the bench. 

“T suppose you have not had anything to eat,” said 
Fedésya, getting up and walking over to Maslova. 
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Méslova put the rolls at the head of the bench, with- 
out saying a word, and began to undress herself: she took 
off her dusty cloak, and the kerchief from her curly 
black hair, and sat down. 

The humpbacked old woman who had been playing 
with the little fellow at the other end of the benches 
went up and stopped in front of Maslova. 

« Tss, tss, tss!” she hissed out, sympathetically shaking 
her head. 

The little boy also came up with the old woman, and 
opening his eyes wide, and pursing his upper lip in one 
corner, did not take them off the rolls which Méaslova 
had brought. Upon seeing all these sympathetic faces 
after all that had happened during that day, Maslova 
felt like weeping, and her lips began to quiver. But she 
tried to restrain herself, and succeeded in doing so until 
the old woman and little boy came up to her. But 
when she heard the kindly, compassionate “tss” of the 
old woman, and especially when her eyes met those of 
the boy, who had now transferred his serious eyes from the 
rolls to her, she no longer could hold back. Her whole 
face trembled, and she sobbed out loud. 

“TI told you to get the right kind of a counsel,” said 
Korabléva. “Well, what is it, transportation?” she 
asked. 

Maslova wanted to answer but could not; sobbing, she 
took out of the roll the box of cigarettes, on which was 
represented a ruddy woman in a very high head-dress and 
with a triangular bare spot over her bosom, and handed 
it to Korabléva. Korabléva glanced at the picture, dis- 
approvingly shook her head, particularly because Madslova 
had so badly spent her money, and, taking out a cigarette, 
lighted it at the lamp, took herself a puff, and then put 
it into Mdslova’s hand. Méslova, without interrupting 
her weeping, eagerly began to puff the tobacco smoke in 
quick succession. 
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“Hard labour,” she muttered through sobs. 

“They are not afraid of God, spongers and accursed 
bloodsuckers,” muttered Korabléva. “They have sen- 
tenced a girl for nothing.” 

Just then a roar of laughter was heard among the 
women who were standing at the window. The little 
girl was laughing, too, and her thin, childish laugh 
mingled with the hoarse and whining laughter of the 
grown people. A prisoner on the outside had done 
something that affected the women who were looking 
through the window. 

«Ah, shaven dog! See what he is doing,” said the 
red-haired woman, and, shaking her whole fat body and 
pressing her face against the grating, she shouted some 
senseless and indecent words. 

“Stop, you skin of a drum! What are you yelling 
about ?” said Korabléva, shaking her head at the red- 
haired woman, and again turning to Mdslova. “How 
many years?” 

“ Four,” said Méslova, and the tears flowed so copiously 
from her eyes that one fell on the cigarette. 

Maslova angrily crushed it, threw it away, and took 
another. 

The flagwoman, though she did not smoke, immediately 
picked it up and began to straighten it out, speaking all 
the time. 

“T must say, my dear,” she said, “the wild boar must 
have chewed up all the truth. They now do as they 
please. And here we had been guessing that you would 
be released. Matvyéevna said that you would be, and I 
said, ‘No!’ says I, ‘my heart feels that they will undo 
her,’ and so it is,’ she said, evidently finding pleasure in 
listening to the sound of her own voice. 

By that time all the prisoners had crossed the yard, 
and the women who had been conversing with them had 
left the window and had come over to Maslova. The first 
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to come up was the staring dram-shopkeeper with her 
little girl. 

“Well, were they very severe?” she asked, sitting 
down near Maslova, and continuing rapidly to knit at 
the stocking. 

“They were severe because there was no money. If 
she had had money and had hired a first-class lawyer, I 
am sure she would have been acquitted,” said Korabléva. 
“That fellow, what is his name? that shaggy, big-nosed 
fellow,—he will take a man dry through the water. 
She ought to have had him.” 

“That's easily said,” retorted Beauty, who had seated 
herself near them, and was grinning. “He won't as 
much as spit out for less than one thousand.” 

«Yes, it is evidently your fate,” remarked the old 
woman who was confined for arson. “It is no small 
matter they have done to me: they have taken the wife 
away from the young fellow, and have put him where he 
only breeds vermin, and me, too, in my old age,” she 
began for the hundredth time to tell her story. “ Evi- 
dently you can’t get away from the prison and from the 
beggar’s wallet. If not the wallet, it is the prison.” 

“It seems it is always that way with them,” said the 
dram-shopkeeper, looking at her daughter's head. She 
put down the stocking near her, drew the girl between 
her legs, and began with swift fingers to search through 
her head. “Then, why do you traffic in liquor? — How 
are you otherwise going to feed your children?” she said, 
continuing her customary work. 

These words of the dram-shopkeeper reminded Maslova 
of liquor. 

“ Let me have some liquor,” she said to Korabléva, dry- 
ing her tears with her shirt-sleeve, and sobbing now and 
then. 

“Any dough? Very well, hand it te me,” said Kora- 
bléva. 
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Mifstova took the money out of the roll and gave 
Korabléva the coupon. Korabléva took it, looked at it, 
and, though she could not read herself, trusted Beauty, 
who knew everything, that the paper was worth two 
roubles and a half, and so she moved over to the ven- 
tilator and took out from it the jar with the liquor, which 
was concealed there. Maéaslova, in the meantime, shook 
the dust out of her cloak and kerchief, climbed on her 
bench, and began to eat her roll. 

“TI have kept some tea for you, but I am afraid it is 
cold now,” Fedésya said to her, taking down from the 
shelf a rag-covered tin pot and a cup. 

The drink was quite cold and tasted more of the tin 
than of the tea, but Madslova filled the cup and drank it 
with her roll. 

“ Findshka, here,” she called out, and, breaking off a 
piece of the roll, gave it to the boy, who was looking 
straight into her mouth. 

Korabléva in the meantime handed her the liquor 
bottle arid the cup. Maslova offered some to Korabléva 
and Beauty. These three prisoners formed the aristoc- 
racy of the cell, because they had money and shared what 
they had. 

In a few minutes Maslova was herself again and started 
to tell about the court, imitating the prosecuting attorney 
and everything which had especially impressed her in the 
court-room. She was particularly struck by the fact that 
wherever she happened to be, the men, according to her 
observation, ran after her. In the court-room they all 
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looked at her, she said, and they kept all the time filing 
into the prisoners’ room. 

“The guard kept telling me, ‘They come to see you.’ 
Now and then one would come in, pretending to be look- 
ing for a paper, or something else, but I saw that he did 
not want any paper, and only came to devour me with 
his eyes,” she said, smiling and shaking her head as 
though in surprise. “They are great.” 

“That's the way,” chimed in the flagwoman, and her 
singsong speech began at once to ripple. “Like flies on 
sugar. For other things they are not there, but for this 
they are always ready. Not with bread are they to be 
fed —” 

« But even here,” Madslova interrupted her, “here I had 
the same trouble. When I was brought in, there was a 
party here from the train. They annoyed me so much 
that I did not know how to get rid of them. Fortunately, 
the assistant drove them off. One of them stuck to me 
so that I had the hardest time to keep him off.” 

“What kind of a fellow was he?” Beauty asked. 

“Swarthy, with moustache.” 

“That must be he.” 

“Who?” 

“Shcheglév. The one that has just passed.” 

“ Who is that Shchegldév ?” 

“You do not know who Shcheglév is? Shcheglév 
twice ran away from hard labour. They have just 
caught him, but he will get away again. The warders 
even are afraid of him,” said Beauty, who carried notes to 
prisoners, and who knew everything that was going on in 
the prison. “He certainly will get away.” 

“And if he does, he will not take us with him,” said 
Korabléva. “You had better tell me,” she addressed 
Mé4slova, “what did the lawyer say about the petition 
which you will have to hand in?” 

Maslova said that she did not know anything about that. 
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Just then the red-haired woman, having put both her 
freckled hands in her tangled, thick, red hair, and scratch- 
ing her head with her nails, went up to the drinking 
prisoners. 

“I will tell you everything, Katerina,” she began. 
“First of all, you must write, ‘I am not satisfied with 
the judgment, and then you must announce it to the 
prosecuting attorney.” 

“What is that to you?” Korabléva turned to her, in 
an angry bass. “ You have smelled the liquor, but you 
need not wheedle. We know without you what is to be 
done; we do not need you.” 

“Tam not talking to you. Don’t get so excited!” 

“You want some liquor, that’s why you have come up.” 

“ Give her some,” said Maslova, who always gave away 
everything she had. 

“TI will give her such —” 

“Come, come,” said the red-haired woman, moving up 
to Korabléva. “I am not afraid of you.” 

“« Jailbird !” 

“T hear this from a jailbird!” 

“Flabby tripes !” 

“You call me tmpes? You convict, destroyer of 
souls!” cried the red-haired woman. 

“Go away, I say,” gloomily muttered Korabléva. 

But the red-haired woman moved up closer, and Kora- 
bléva struck her in the open fat breast. That was exactly 
what the red-haired woman seemed to have been waiting 
for, and suddenly she, with a swift motion, put one hand 
into Korabléva’s hair, and with the other was about to 
strike her face, but Korabléva grasped that hand. Madslova 
and Beauty caught hold of the red-haired woman’s hands, 
trying to tear her away, but the hand which had hold of 
the hair would not unbend. She let it go for a second, 
but only to wind it around her wrist. Korabléva, with 
her head bent down, struck with one hand at the red- 
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haired woman’s body and tried to bite her arm. The 
women gathered about the two who were fighting, trying 
to separate them, and shouting. Even the consumptive 
woman walked up to them, and, coughing, watched the 
fight. The children pressed close to each other and wept. 
At the noise the warden and matron came in. The fight- 
ing women were separated, and Korabléva unbraided her 
gray hair, in order to take out the torn tufts, while the 
red-haired woman held her ripped-up shirt against her 
yellow chest; both cried, explaining and complaining. 

“TI know, it is all on account of the liquor; I shall tell 
the superintendent to-morrow,—and he will settle you. 
I can smell it,” said the matron. “Take it all away, or 
else it will go hard with you. I have no time to make 
it all out. To your places, and keep quiet!” 

But silence did not reign for quite awhile. The women 
continued to quarrel for a long time, telling each other 
how it had all begun, and who was to blame. Finally 
the warden and matron went away, and the women slowly 
quieted down and went to bed. The old woman stood 
before the“mage and began to pray. 

“Two convicts have come together,” the red-haired 
woman suddenly said from the other end of the benches, 
in a hoarse voice, accompanying each word with fantastic 
curses. 

“ Look out, or you will catch some more,” immediately 
replied Korabléva, joining similar curses to her speech. 
Both grew silent. 

“Tf they had not interfered, I should have gouged out 
your eye —” again said the red-haired woman, and again 
Korabléva was not behind with an answer. 

Then there was a longer interval of quiet, and again 
curses. The intervals grew ever longer, and finally every- 
thing died down. 

All were lying on their benches, and some were already 
snoring; but the old woman, who always prayed long, 
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was still making her obeisances before the image, and the 
sexton’s daughter got up the moment the matron left, and 
once more started pacing up and down in the cell. 

Méslova did not sleep. She was thinking all the time 
that she was a convict, and that she had been twice 
called so, once by Béchkova and the other time by the 
red-haired woman, and she could not get used to the idea. 
Korabléva, who was lying with her back toward her, 
turned around. 

“TI had never expected this,” softly said Méslova. 
“Others do terrible things, and they get off, and I am 
suffering for nothing at all.” 

“Don’t lose courage, girl. There are people in Siberia, 
too. You will not be lost there,” Korabléva consoled 
her. 

«“T know that I sha’n’t be lost, but it is disgraceful all 
the same. I ought to have had a different fate. I am 
so used to an easy life!” 

«You can’t go against God,” Korabléva said, with a 
sigh. “You can’t go against Him.” 

“TI know, aunty, but it is hard.” ” 

They were silent for awhile. 

“Do you hear that blubberer?” said Korabléva, direct- 
ing Maslova’s attention to the strange sounds which 
proceeded from the other end of the benches. 

These sounds were the checked sobs of the red-haired 
woman. She was weeping because she had just been 
cursed and beaten, and had not received any liquor, which 
she wanted so much. She wept also because all her life 
she had seen nothing but scoldings, ridicule, affronts, and 
blows. She wanted to find consolation in thinking of 
her first love for Fédka Molodénkov, a factory hand; but 
upon recalling this love, she also recalled its end: Molo- 
dénkov, while drunk, had for a joke smeared some vitriol 
on her in a most sensitive spot, and then had roared in 
company with his friends at the sight of her, contorted 
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from pain. She recalled this, and she felt sorry for her- 
self, and, thinking that no one heard her, burst out into 
tears, and wept, as only children weep,— groaning and 
snuffling and swallowing her bitter tears. 

“T am sorry for her,” said Méslova. 

“Of course it is a pity, but she ought not to push her- 
self forward.” 
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THE first sensation which Nekhlyudov experienced on 
the following morning, upon awakening, was the con- 
sciousness that something had happened to him, and even 
before he recalled what it was that had happened to him, 
he knew that something important and good had taken 
place. “Katyusha, the court. I must stop lying, and 
tell the whole truth.” And, like a remarkable coincidence, 
that very morning arrived the long-expected letter from 
Mériya Vasilevna, the marshal’s wife, the letter which he 
now needed so very much. It gave him full liberty, and 
wished him happiness in his proposed marriage. 

“ Marriage!” he muttered ironically. “How far I am 
now from it!” 

He recalled his determination of the day before to tell 
everything to her husband, to humble himself before him, 
and to be ready for any satisfaction. But on that morm- 
ing it did not appear as easy to him as it had seemed 
the evening before. “ Besides, why should I make the 
man unhappy, if he does not know it? If he should ask 
me, I would tell him. But to go on purpose to him to 
tell about it? No, that is not necessary.” 

Just as difficult it seemed to him now to tell the whole 
truth to Missy. Here again, it was impossible to begin 
telling her,—it would simply be an insult. It had 
unavoidably to remain, as in many affairs of life, untold 
and merely suspected. There was, however, one thing 
which he decided on that morning he would do: he would 
not visit them, and would tell them the truth if they 
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But there was to be nothing unsaid in his relations 
with Katyuisha. 

“T will go to the prison, will speak with her, and will 
ask her to forgive me. And if it is necessary, yes, if it 
is necessary, I will marry her,” he thought. 

The thought that for the sake of a moral satisfaction 
he would sacrifice everything and would marry her, was 
very soothing to him on that morning. 

For a long time he had not met day with such energy. 
To Agraféna Petrévna, who had come in, he immediately 
announced, with a decision which he had not expected 
of himself, that he no longer needed these apartments and 
her service. It had been established by silent consent 
that he kept these commodious and expensive quarters in 
order to get married in them. Consequently giving up 
the rooms had a special significance. Agraféna Petrévna 
looked at him with surprise. 

“T am very thankful to you, Agraféna Petrévna, for all 
the care you have taken of me, but I no longer need such 
large apartments and the servants. If you are willing to 
help me, I shall ask you kindly to look after things and 
to put them away for the time being, as was done during 
mamma's lifetime. When Natdsha arrives, she will 
attend to the rest.” (Natdsha was Nekhlytidov’s sister.) 

Agraféna Petrévna shook her head. 

“ But why put them away? You will need them,” she 
said. 

“No, I sha’n’t need them, Agraféna Petrévna, I shall 
certainly not need them,” said Nekhlytidov, in reply to 
that which she had meant by her headshake. “ Please, tell 
Kornéy also that I will pay him for two months in 
advance, but that I no longer need his services.” 

“You do not do right, Dmftri Ivdnovich,” she said. 
“Suppose even that you will go abroad, — you will need 
the apartments later.” 

“You are mistaken, Agraféna Petrévna. I sha‘n't 
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go abroad; if I leave here it will be for a different 
place.” 
He suddenly grew red in his face. 

«Yes, I must tell her,’ he thought. “There is no 
reason for concealing it. I must tell everything to every- 
bod oe 

ayn very strange and important thing happened to me 
yesterday. Do you remember Katytisha at Aunt Marya 
Tvdnovna’s ?” 

“Of course I do; I taught her how to sew.” 

“Well, Katyuisha was yesterday tried in court, and I 
was on the jury.” 

“QO Lord, what a pity!” said Agraféna Petrdévna. 
“ What was she tried for?” 

« Kor murder, and it was I who have done it all.” 

“ How could you have done it? You are speaking so 
strangely,” said Agraféna Petrévna, and fire flashed in 
her old eyes. 

She knew Katytisha’s history. 

“Yes, I am the cause of everything. And it is this 
which has entirely changed my plans.” 

“What change can that have caused in you?” said 
Agraféna Petrévna, keeping back a smile. 

“Tt is this: if it is I who am the cause of her having 
gone on that path, I must do everything in my power in 
order to help her.” 

“Such is your kindness, — but there is no particular 
guilt of yours in that. Such things have happened to 
others; and if they have the proper understanding, these 
things are smoothed over and forgotten, and they live 
on,” Agraféna Petrévna said, sternly and seriously, “and 
there is no reason why you should shoulder it. I have 
heard before that she had departed from the right path: 
but who is to blame for it?” 

“Tam. And therefore I wish to mend it.” 

“ Well, this will be hard to mend.” 
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«That is my affair. And if you are thinking of your- 
self, that which mamma had desired —” 

“T am not thinking of myself. Your deceased mother 
has provided for me so well that I do not want anything. 
Lizinka wants me to stay with her ” (that was her married 
niece), “and so I shall go to her house when I am no 
longer needed. But there is no reason for your taking it so 
to heart, — such things happen with everybody.” 

“ Well, I think differently about that. And I again re- 
peat my request for you to help me give up the apart- 
ments and put things away. Don’t be angered at me. I 
am very, very thankful to you for everything.” 

A strange thing had happened: ever since Nekhlytidov 
comprehended that he was bad and contemptible himself, 
others ceased being contemptible to him ; on the contrary, 
he had a kind and respectful feeling even for Agraféna 
Petrévna and for Kornéy. He wanted to humble himself 
also before Kornéy, but his attitude was so impressively 
respectful that he could not make up his mind to do so. 

On his way to the court-house, passing through the 
same streets and riding in the same cab, Nekhlyudov was 
marvelling at himself, for he felt such an entirely different 
man. 

His marriage to Missy, which but yesterday had seemed 
SO near, now appeared to him as entirely impossible. The 
day before he had been so sure of his position that there 
was no doubt but that she would have been very happy to 
marry him; but now he felt himself to be unworthy of 
marrying her, and even of being near her. “If she only 
knew what I am, she would never receive me. How 
could I have had the courage to reproach her with coquet- 
ting with that gentleman? Suppose even she should 
marry me, how could I be happy, or even satisfied, since 
the other was in the prison and in a day or two would 
leave for Siberia on foot? The woman whom I have 
ruined will go to hard labour, and I shall be receiving 
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congratulations and making calls with my young wife. Or 
IT shall be with the marshal of the nobility, whom I have so 
disgracefully deceived in regard to his wife, and counting 
up with him at the meeting the votes for and against the 
proposed County Council inspection of the schools, and so 
forth, and then I shall be appointing a trysting-place for 
his wife (how detestable!); or I shall go on with my pic- 
ture, which will manifestly never be finished, because I 
have no business to occupy myself with such trifles, and 
anyhow I can’t do anything of the kind now,” he said to 
himself, incessantly rejoicing at the internal change which 
he was conscious of. 

« Above everything else,” he thought, “I must now see 
the lawyer and find out his decision, and then — then I 
must see her in the prison, her, yesterday’s prisoner, and 
tell her everything.” 

As he presented to himself the picture of his meeting 
her, of telling her everything, of repenting of his sin before 
her, of announcing to her that he would do everything he 
could for her, of marrying her in order to atone for his 
guilt, an ecstatic feeling took possession of him, and 
tears stood in his eyes. 
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Upon arriving in the court-house, Nekhlytidov met the 
bailiff of the day before in the corridor; he asked him 
where the prisoners who had been sentenced by the court 
were kept, and who it was that would grant permission 
to see them. The bailiff explained to him that the pris- 
oners were kept in different places, and that previous to 
the announcement of the sentence in its final form the 
permission depended on the prosecuting attorney. 

“T will tell you when, and will take you myself to him 
after the session. The prosecuting attorney is not yet 
here. After the session he will be. And now please go 
to the court-room, — it will begin at once.” 

Nekhlytidov thanked the bailiff for his kindness, though 
he seemed to him particularly wretched now, and went 
into the jury-room. 

As he went up to it, the jurors were coming out of it in 
order to go to the court-room. The merchant was as 
jolly, and had had as good a lunch and potation as on the 
previous day, and he met Nekhlyudov as an old friend. 
Nor did Peter Gerdésimovich provoke any disagreeable feel- 
ing in Nekhlytidov by his familiarity and laughter. 

Nekhlyidov felt like telling all the jurors about his re- 
lations to yesterday’s defendant. “In reality,” he thought, 
“TI ought to have got up yesterday and have publicly 
announced my guilt.” But when he came into the court- 
room with the other jurors, and the procedure of the day 
before was repeated, — again “ The court is coming,” again 
three men on the platform in their collars, again silence, 
and the sitting down of the jury on the high-backed 
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chairs, the gendarmes, the priest, — he felt that, although 
he ought to have done so, he could not have had the 
heart on the previous day to have broken this solemnity. 

The preparations for the court were the same as the day 
before (with the exception of the swearing in the jury, 
and the speech of the presiding judge to them). 

The case on trial was for burglary. The defendant, 
guarded by two gendarmes with unsheathed swords, was 
a haggard, narrow-shouldered, twenty-year-old boy, in a 
gray cloak, and with a gray, bloodless face. He sat all 
alone on the defendants’ bench, and looked with upturned 
eyes on all who came in. The lad was accused of having, 
with a companion of his, broken a barn lock, and having 
stolen from the barn old foot-mats worth about three 
roubles and sixty-seven kopeks. It appeared from the 
indictment that a policeman stopped the boy as he was 
walking with his companion, who was carrying the mats 
on his shoulders. The lad and his friend at once con- 
fessed, and both were confined in jail. The boy’s com- 
rade, a locksmith, had died in prison, and now he was 
being tried by himself. The old mats lay on the table of 
the exhibits. 

The case was conducted just like the one the day be- 
fore, with the whole arsenal of proofs, evidence, witnesses, 
their swearing in, inquests, experts, and cross-examina- 
tions. The policeman, who was the witness, to all the 
questions of the presiding judge, of the prosecutor, and of 
the prisoner’s counsel lifelessly retorted, “ Yes, sir,” “ Don’t 
know, sir,” and again, “ Yes, sir.” Still, in spite of his 
soldierlike stupidity and mechanicalness, it was evident 
that he was sorry for the lad, and reluctantly told of his 
arrest. 

Another witness, the old man who had suffered the 
loss, the proprietor of the house and owner of the mats, 
obviously a bilious man, to the question whether he iden- 
tified his mats, very reluctantly answered that he did ; but 
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when the assistant prosecuting attorney began to ask him 
to what use he intended to put the mats, and whether he 
needed them very much, he grew angry and replied : “ May 
these mats go to—- I do not need them at all. If I had 
known how much bother I should have through them, I 
should not have tried to find them; on the contrary, 
I should willingly have given a ten-rouble bill, or two, to 
be delivered from these questions. I have spent some- 
thing like five roubles on cabs alone. And I am not well: 
I have a rupture and rheumatism.” 

Thus spoke the witnesses; but the defendant himself 
accused himself of everything, and, looking senselessly 
around, like a trapped animal, in a broken voice told all 
that had happened. 

It was a clear case; but the assistant prosecuting at- 
torney kept raising his shoulders as on the day before, 
and putting cunning questions with which to catch the 
criminal. 

In his speech he pointed out that the burglary had 
been committed in an occupied building; that conse- 
quently the lad ought to be subjected to a very severe 
punishment. 

The counsel appointed by the court proved that the 
theft was not committed in an occupied building, and 
that therefore, although the crime could not be denied, 
the criminal was not yet as dangerous to society as the 
assistant prosecuting attorney had made him out to be. 

The presiding judge, just as on the day before, looked 
dispassionateness and justice themselves, and explained 
to the jury in detail and impressed upon them what they 
already knew and could not help knowing. Just as on 
the previous day, recesses were made; and just so they 
smoked; and just so the bailiff cried, “The court is 
coming!” and just so, trying not to fall asleep, the two 
gendarmes sat with their unsheathed swords, threatening 
the prisoner. * 


180 RESURRECTION 


The case revealed that the lad had been apprenticed to 
a tobacco factory while still a boy, and that he had lived 
there five years. This last year he had been discharged 
by his master during some unpleasantness which had 
taken place between the master and his workmen, and, 
being without any occupation, he walked aimlessly 
through the city, spending his last money in drinks. In 
an inn he fell in with a locksmith, who, like him, had 
lost his place quite awhile ago, and who had been drink- 
ing heavily. In the night, while under the influence of 
liquor, they broke open the lock and took the first thing 
that fell into their hands. They were caught. They 
confessed everything. They were confined in jail, await- 
ing trial, and here the locksmith died. Now the lad was 
being tried as a dangerous creature against whom society 
must be protected. 

« Just as dangerous a creature as the criminal of yes- 
terday,” thought Nekhlytidov, listening to everything 
which was going on before him. “They are dangerous. 
And are we not ?— I, a libertine, a cheat; and all of us, 
all those who, knowing me such as I was, not only did 
not despise me, but even respected me ? 

“Tt is evident that this boy is not a peculiar criminal, 
but a simple man (all see that), and if he has turned out 
to be what he is, it is due to the conditions which breed 
such men. And therefore it is obvious that, in order not 
to have such boys, one must try and do away with the 
conditions under which such unfortunate creatures are 
produced. If only a man had been found,” thought 
Nekhlytidov, looking at the lad’s sickly, frightened face, 
“who would have taken care of him when from want he 
was taken from the village to the city, and would have 
attended to his want; or even when in the city, after 
twelve hours’ work in the factory, he went with his 
older companions to the inn, —if a man had been found 
then, who would have said to him, ‘ Don’t go, Vanya, it is 
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not good!’ the lad would not have gone, would not have 
got mixed up, and would not have done anything wrong. 

«But no such man, who would have pitied him, was 
found, not a single one, when he, like a little animal, 
passed his apprenticeship in the city, and, closely cropped 
in order not to breed vermin, ran his master’s errands ; 
on the contrary, everything he heard from his master 
and companions, during his sojourn in the city, was that 
clever is he who cheats, who drinks, who curses, who 
strikes, and who is dissolute. 

“ And when he, sick and deteriorated by his unhealthy 
work, by drunkenness and debauch, in a stupor and be- 
side himself, as though in a dream, walked aimlessly 
through the city, and in his foolishness made his way 
into a barn and took perfectly worthless mats away from 
there, we did not try to destroy the causes which had led 
the boy to his present condition, but expect to improve 
matters by punishing this boy ! — 

“ Terrible !” 

Nekhlytidov thought all that, and no longer listened 
to what was going on before him. And he was horror- 
struck by what was revealed to him. He was amazed at 
the fact that he had not seen this before, even as others 
had not seen it. 
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WHEN the first recess was made, Nekhlyvidov arose and 
went into the corridor, with the intention of not return- 
ing to the court-room. Let them do what they would, 
he could no longer take part in such a comedy. 

Upon finding out where the prosecuting attorney’s 
office was, Nekhlyiidov went to it. The messenger did 
not wish to admit him, saying that the prosecuting 
attorney was busy now; but Nekhlyvidov paid no atten- 
tion to him, walked through the door, and asked an 
official whom he met inside to announce to the prose- 
cuting attorney that he was a juror, and that he must see 
him on some very important business. Nekhlytidov’s 
title and fine apparel helped him. The official announced 
him to the prosecuting attorney, and Nekhlyudov was 
admitted. The prosecuting attorney received him stand- 
ing, manifestly dissatisfied with Nekhlyiidov’s insistence 
to get an interview with him. 

“What do you wish?” the prosecuting attorney asked 
him, sternly. 

“T am a juror, my name is Nekhlytidov, and I must 
by all means see the defendant Maslova,” Nekhlytidov 
spoke rapidly and with determination, blushing and feel- 
ing that he was committing a deed that would have a 
decisive influence on his whole life, 

The prosecuting attorney was a small, swarthy man, 
with short hair streaked with gray, quick, shining eyes, 
and a thick, clipped beard on a protruding lower jaw. 

“Méslova? Yes, I know her. She was accused of 
poisoning,” the prosecuting eon said, calmly. “Why 
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must you see her?” And then, as though wishing to be 
less harsh, he added, “I cannot give you the permission 
without knowing why you need it.” 

“T need it for something which is of great importance 
to me,” Nekhlytidov said, flaming up. 

“Very well,” said the prosecuting attorney, and, rais- 
ing his eyes, “ Has her case been tried ?” 

“She was tried yesterday and quite irregularly sen- 
tenced to four years of hard labour. She is innocent.” 

“Very well. If she was sentenced yesterday,” said 
the prosecuting attorney, not paying the slightest atten- 
tion to Nekhlytidov’s announcement that Mdslova was 
innocent, “she will be kept, until the promulgation of 
the sentence in its final form, in the house of detention. 
Visitors are permitted there only on certain days. I 
advise you to apply there.” 

“ But I must see her as soon as possible,” said Nekhlyt- 
dov, with trembling lower jaw, feeling the approach of 
the decisive moment. 

«But why must you?” asked the prosecuting attorney, 
raising his eyebrows with some misgiving. 

“ Because she is innocent and sentenced to hard labour. 
I am the cause of everything,” said Nekhlytidov, in a 
quivering voice, feeling all the time that he was saying 
what he ought not to mention. 

“ How is that ?” asked the prosecuting attorney. 

“ Because I have deceived her and brought her to the 
condition in which she nowis. If she had not been what 
I have made her to be, she would not now have been sub- 
jected to such an accusation.” 

“Still I do not see what connection that has with your 
visit.” 

“It is this: I wish to follow her — marry her,” Nekh- 
lyvidov said, and, as always when he spoke of it, tears 
stood in his eyes. 

“Yes? Isay!” remarked the prosecuting attorney. 
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«This is indeed an exceptional case. You are, I think, 
a voter in the County Council of Krasndpersk County ?” 
asked the prosecuting attorney, recalling the fact that he 
had heard before about this Nekhlyudov, who now was 
expressing such a strange determination. . 

“Pardon me, but I do not think that this can have 
anything to do with my request,” angrily answered 
Nekhlytidov, flaming. . 

“Of course not,” said the prosecuting attorney, with 
a hardly perceptible smile, and not in the least embar- 
rassed, “but your wish is so unusual and so transcends 
all customary forms —” 

“Well, shall I get the permission ?” 

«The permission? Yes, I shall give you the permit at 
once. Please be seated.” 

He went up to the table, sat down, and began to write. 

“ Please be seated.” 

« Nekhlyudov remained standing. 

Having written the permit, the prosecuting attorney 
gave the note to Nekhlyudov, looking at him with curi- 
osity. 

“TI must also inform you,” said Nekhlytidov, “that 
I cannot continue to be present at the session of the 
court.” 

“For this, you know, you must present good cause to 
the court.” 

“The cause is that I regard every court not only as 
useless, but even as immoral.” 

“Very well,” said the prosecuting attorney, with the 
same hardly perceptible smile, as though to say with this 
smile that he had heard such statements before, and that 
they belonged to a well-known funny category. “Very 
well, but you, no doubt, understand that, as the prosecut- 
ing attorney of the court, I cannot agree with you ; there- 
fore I advise you to announce it in court, and the court 
will pass on your information, and will find it sufficient 
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or insufficient, and in the latter case will impose a fine 
upon you. Address the court!” 

“IT have informed you, and sha’n’t go elsewhere,” 
Nekhlytidov replied, angrily 

“Your servant, sir,’ said the prosecuting attorney, 
bending his head, evidently wishing to be rid of that 
strange visitor. 

“ Who was here?” asked the member of the court, who 
came into the prosecuting attorney’s office as soon as 
Nekhlytidov had left. 

“Nekhlytidov, you know, who has been making all 
kinds of strange proposals in the County Council of 
Krasnépersk County. Think of it, he is a juror, and 
among the defendants there was a woman, or girl, who 
has been sentenced to hard labour, who, he says, was 
deceived by him, and whom he now wants to marry.” 

“ Impossible !” 

“He told me so. He was strangely excited.” 

“There is a certain abnormality in modern young 
men.” 

“ But he is not so very young.” 

“Oh, how your famous Ivdshenkov has tired me out. 
He vanquishes by exhaustion; he talks and talks with- 
out end.” 

“They simply have to be stopped, — they are nothing 
but obstructionists — 
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From the prosecuting attorney Nekhlytidov drove 
directly to the house of detention. But it turned out 
that there was no Mdslova there, and the superintendent 
told Nekhlyvidov that she must be in the old transporta- 
tion jail. Nekhlyvidov drove thither. 

Katerina Mdslova was actually there. 

The distance from the house of detention to the trans- 
portation ‘jail was very great, and Nekhlytidov reached 
the prison only toward evening. He wanted to walk up 
to the door of the huge, gloomy building, but the sentry 
did not let him in, and only rang a bell. A warden came 
out in reply to the bell. Nekhlytidov showed him his 
permit, but the warden said that he could not let him in 
without his seeing the superintendent. Nekhlytidov went 
to the superintendent's apartments. While ascending the 
staircase, Nekhlytidov heard behind the door the sounds 
of a complicated, florid piece performed on the piano. 
When an angry chambermaid, with an eye tied up, opened 
the door for him, the sounds seemed to burst from the 
room and to strike his ears. It was a tiresome rhapsody 
by Liszt, well played, but only to a certain point. When- 
ever this point was reached, the same thing was repeated. 
Nekhlytidov asked the tied-up chambermaid whether the 
superintendent was at home.: 

The chambermaid said he was not. 

“ Will he soon be here ?” 

The rhapsody again stopped, and was again repeated 
brilliantly and noisily up to the enchanted place. 

“T will ask.” 
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The chambermaid went out. 

The rhapsody again started on its mad rush, but, before 
reaching the enchanted place, it broke off, and a voice 
was heard. 

“Tell him that he is not here and will not be to-day. 
He is out calling, — and what makes them so persistent ?” 
was heard a woman’s voice behind the door, and again the 
rhapsody ; but it stopped once more, and the sound of a 
chair’s being removed was heard. Evidently the angered 
performer wanted to give a piece of her mind to the per- 
sistent visitor, who had come at such an unseasonable 
time. 

“Papa is not here,” angrily spoke a puny, pale girl, 
with puffed-up hair and blue rings under her gloomy 
eyes, upon coming up. But when she saw a young man 
in a fine overcoat, she relented. ‘Come in, if you please. 
What do you wish ?” 

“I wish to see a prisoner.” 

“A political prisoner ?” 

“No, not a political prisoner. I have a permit from 
the prosecuting attorney.” 

“T can’t help you; papa is away. Please, come in, 
she again called him away from the small antechamber. 
“You had better see his assistant, who is in the office, and 
speak with him. What is your name?” 

“Thank you,” said Nekhlytidov, without answering the 
question, and went out. 

The door was hardly closed behind him, when the 
same brisk, lively tune was heard; it was badly out of 
place, considering the surroundings and the face of the 
miserable-looking girl who was trying to learn it by 
heart. In the yard Nekhlytidov met a young officer with 
stiffly pomaded moustache, dyed black, and asked him 
for the superintendent’s assistant. It was he. He took 
the permit, looked at it, and said that he could not 
take it upon himself to admit on a permit for the 
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house of detention. “Besides, it is late. Please come to- 
morrow. To-morrow at ten o'clock anybody may visit. 
You come to-morrow, and you will find the superintendent 
at home. Then you may see her in the general visiting- 
room, or, if the superintendent gives you permission, in 
the office.” 

Thus, without having obtained an interview, Nekh- 
lyidov drove home again. Agitated by the thought 
of seeing her, Nekhlytidov walked through the streets, 
thinking not of the court, but of his conversations with 
the prosecuting attorney and the superintendents. His 
endeavour to get an interview with her, and his telling 
the prosecuting attorney of his intention, and his visit to 
two prisons so excited him that he was not able for a long 
time to compose himself. Upon arriving at home, he 
took out his long neglected diaries, read a few passages 
in them, and wrote down the following: 

“ For two years [ have not kept my diary, and I thought 
I should never return to this childish occupation. It was, 
however, not a childish thing, but a converse with myself, 
with that genuine, divine self, which lives in every 
man. All this time my ego has been asleep, and I had 
no one to talk to. It was awakened by an unusual inci- 
dent on the twenty-eighth of April, in court, while I was 
on the jury. I saw her on the defendants’ bench, her, Ka- 
tylisha, seduced by me, in a prison cloak. By a strange 
misunderstanding, and by my mistake, she has been sen- 
tenced to hard labour. I have just come back from the 
prosecuting attorney and from the jail I was not per- 
mitted to see her, but I have determined to do everything 
in order to see her, to repent before her, and to atone for 
my guilt, even by marrying her. Lord, aid me! My 
heart is light and rejoicing.” 
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MAstova could not for a long time fall asleep on that 
night; she lay with open eyes, and, looking for a long 
time at the door, which was now and then shaded by the 
sexton’s daughter, who was pacing to and fro, was lost in 
thought. 

She was thinking that she would under no condition 
marry a convict on the island of Sakhalin, but that she 
would arrange things differently. She would enter into 
relations with some official, with a scribe, or with a war- 
den, or with some assistant. They were all prone to such 
things. “Only I must not be worn out, for then all is 
lost.” And she recalled how the counsel looked at her, 
and the presiding judge, and all the people in the court- 
house, who met her or purposely came to see her. She 
recalled what Bérta, who had visited her in the jail, had 
told her about the student, whom she had liked while 
living at Kitéeva’s, and who, upon calling there, had 
asked for her, and was sorry for her. She recalled the 
brawl] with the red-haired woman, and she was sorry 
for her; she recalled the baker, who had sent her out 
an additional roll. She recalled many persons, but not 
Nekhlyvidov. She never thought of her childhood and 
youth, and especially of her love for Nekhlytidov. That 
was too painful Those recollections lay somewhere 
deep and untouched in her soul. Even in her sleep had 
she never seen Nekhlyiidov. She had not recognized 
him that morning at court, not so much because when 
she had seen him the last time he had been a military 
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with short, thick, waving hair, whereas now he was a man 
of middle age, with a beard, as because she never 
thought of him. She had buried all her recollections of 
her past with him on that terrible, dark night, when 
he did not stop over at his aunts’ upon his way from the 
army. 

Up to that night, while she had hoped that he would 
come to see them, she not only did not feel the burden 
of the child which she was carrying under her heart, but 
often with rapturous surprise watched its soft and fre- 
quently impetuous motion within her. But with that 
night everything was changed. The future child from 
then on was only a hindrance. 

The aunts expected Nekhlyuidov and had asked him to 
stop over, but he telegraphed to them that he could not 
because he had to be in St. Petersburg on time. 
When Katytisha learned this, she determined to go to 
the station in order to see him. The train was to pass 
there in the night, at two o'clock. Katytisha saw the la- 
dies off to bed; she asked the cook’s daughter, Mashka, 
to accompany her, put on some old shoes, covered herself 
with a kerchief, tucked up her skirt, and ran down to the 
station. 

It was a dark, rainy, windy autumn night. The rain 
now splashed its large warm drops, now stopped. In the 
field, the road could not be seen underfoot, and in the 
forest everything was dark as in a stove, and Katyusha, 
who knew the road well, lost her way in the woods, and 
reached the small station, where the train stopped only 
three minutes, not ahead of time, as she had expected to 
do, but after the second bell. Upon running out on the 
platform, Katyuisha immediately noticed him in the win- 
dow of a car of the First Class. There was a very bright 
light in that car. Two officers were sitting opposite each 
other on the velvet seats, and playing cards. On the 
little table near the window two stout, guttering candles 
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were burning. He was sitting, in tightly fitting riding 
breeches and white shirt, on the arm of the seat, leaning 
against the back, and laughing at something. 

The moment she recognized him, she knocked at the 
window with her frosted hand. But just then the third 
bell rang out, and the train began slowly to move, — 
first backwards, — then one after another the carriages be- 
gan to move forwards in jerks. One of the card-players 
rose with his cards and looked through the window. She 
knocked a second time, and put her face to the pane. Just 
then the car at which she stood gave a jerk and began to 
move. She walked along with it, and looked through 
the window. The officer wanted to let down the window 
but could not do it. Nekhlytidov pushed him aside, and 
started to let down the window. The train was increas- 
ing its speed, so that Katyusha had to run along. The, 
train went faster still, and the window at last was let 
down. Just then the conductor pushed her aside and 
jumped into the car. She fell behind, but still contin- 
ued to run over the wet boards of the platform: then the 
platform came to an end, and Katyusha had to exert all 
her strength to keep herself from falling as she ran down 
the steps to the ground. She was still running, though 
the car of the First Class was already far beyond her. 
Past her raced the cars of the Second Class; and then, 
faster still, the cars of the Third Class, but she still 
ran. When the last car with the lamps rushed by her, 
she was already beyond the water-tower, beyond protec- 
tion, and the wind struck her and carried off the kerchief 
from her head, and on one side blew her garments against 
her running feet. The kerchief was borne away by the 
wind, but she still ran. 

“Aunty Mikhéylovna!” cried the girl, barely catching 
up with her, “ you have lost your kerchief !” 

Katyusha stopped and, throwing back her head and 
clasping it with both her hands, sobbed out aloud. 
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“ He is gone!” she cried. 

«“ He, seated in a gaily lighted car, on a velvet seat, is 
playing and drinking,— and I am standing here, in the 
mud and darkness, in the rain and wind, and weeping,” 
she thought to herself, and sat down on the ground and 
wept so loud that the girl was frightened and embraced 
her damp clothes. 

« Aunty, let us go home!” 

“A train will pass, under the wheels, and the end 
of it,” Katyvisha thought in the meantime, without 
answering the girl. 

She decided she would do so. But just then, as 
always happens in the first quiet moment after agitation, 
the child, his child, which was within her, suddenly 
jerked, and thumped, and then moved more softly, and 
then again thumped with something thin, tender, and 
sharp. And suddenly all that which a minute ago had 
so tormented her, so that it seemed impossible to con- 
tinue to live thus, all her anger at him and her desire to 
have her revenge upon him, even though through death, 
all that was suddenly removed from her. She calmed 
down, got up, put on her kerchief, and walked home. 

Fatigued, wet, soiled, she returned home, and from that 
day began that spiritual change, from the consequences 
of which she became what she now was. From that 
terrible night she ceased to believe in God and goodness. 
Ere this she had believed in God and had believed that 
others believed in Him; but from that night on she was 
convinced that nobody believed in Him, and that every- 
thing which was said of God and His Law was deception 
and injustice. He, whom she had loved, and who had 
loved her, —— she knew that, — had abandoned her, mak- 
ing light of her feelings. And yet he was the best man 
she had ever known. All the others were worse still. 
Everything which happened to her confirmed her at 
every step in her view. His aunts, who were pious old 
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women, sent her away when she was not able to serve 
them as before. All people with whom she came in 
contact wanted to get some advantage from her: women 
tried to gain money through her, while men, beginning 
with the country judge, coming down to the wardens of 
the prison, looked upon her as an object of pleasure. 
Nobody in the world cared for anything else. She was 
still more confirmed in this by the old author, with 
whom she lived in the second year of her free life. He 
told her straight out that in this —he called it poetry 
and esthetics — consisted all happiness. 

Everybody lived only for himself, for his pleasure, and 
all words about God and goodness were only a deception. 
If ever questions arose such as why everything in the 
world was so bad that everybody harmed everybody else 
and everybody suffered, one ought not to think of them. 
If you feel lonely, you smoke a cigarette or take a drink, 
or, still better, you make love to a man, and it all dis- 


appears. 


XXXVITI. 


On the following day, it being a Sunday, at five 
o’clock in the morning, when the customary whistle was 
blown in the women’s corridor of the prison, Korabléva, 
who was not sleeping, awoke Maslova. 

« Convict,” Médslova thought in terror, rubbing her eyes 
and involuntarily inhaling the terribly stinking air of the 
morning; she wanted to fall asleep again, to pass into 
the realm of unconsciousness, but the habit of fear was 
stronger than sleep, and she got up, drew up her legs, 
and began to look around. The women were all up, but 
the children were still asleep. The dram-shopkeeper 
with the bulging eyes softly pulled the cloak from under- 
neath the children, so as not to wake them. The riotous 
woman was hanging out near the stove some rags that 
served as diapers, while the baby was yelling in the arms 
of blue-eyed Feddésya, who was swaying with it and 
singing to it in her gentle voice. 

The consumptive woman, holding her chest, and with 
suffused face, was coughing and, in the intervals, breath- 
ing heavily, and almost crying. The red-haired woman 
lay awake, with her abdomen upwards, and bending 
under her stout legs, and in a loud and merry voice told 
the dream which she had had. The old incendiary again 
stood before the image and, continually repeating the 
same words in an undertone, crossed herself and made 
low obeisances. The sexton’s daughter sat motionless 
on the bench and gazed in front of her with her sleepy, 
dull eyes. Beauty was curling her coarse, oily black 
hair about her finger. 
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In the corridor were heard steps of plashing prison 
shoes; the keys rattled, and there entered two convict 
privy-cleaners, in blouses and gray trousers that did not 
reach down to their ankles, and, with serious, angry looks, 
raising the stink-vat on the yoke, carried it out of the 
cell The women went into the corridor, to the faucets, 
to wash themselves, At the water-basin the red-haired 
woman started a quarrel with a woman who had come 
out from another, a neighbouring, cell. Again curses, 
shouts, complaints — 

“Do you want the carcer?” cried the warden, strik- 
ing the red-haired women on her fat bare back in such a 
manner that the blow re&choed through the corridor. 
“ Don’t let me hear your voice again !” 

“T declare, the old fellow is a little wild to-day,” said 
the red-haired woman, looking upon that treatment of 
her as a special favour. 

“Lively there! Get ready for the mass!” 

Maslova had not had a chance to comb her hair when 
the superintendent arrived with his suite. 

“ Roll-call!” cried the warden. From the other cells 
came other prisoners, and they all stationed themselves 
in two rows along the corridor, the women in the rear 
placing their hands on the shoulders of those in the 
front row. They were all counted. 

After the roll-call the matron came and led the pris- 
oners to church. Maéaslova and Feddédsya were in the 
middle of the column, which consisted of more than one 
hundred women from all the cells. They all wore white 
kerchiefs, bodices, and skirts, but now and then there 
Was @ woman in coloured garments. Those were women 
with their children, who were following their husbands. 
The whole staircase was taken up by that procession. 
There was heard the soft tread of the feet in the prison 
shoes, and conversation, and at times laughter. At the 
turning, Mdslova caught sight of the angry face of her 
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enemy, Béchkova, who was walking in front, and she 
pointed her out to Fedésya. On arriving down-stairs, 
the women grew silent and, making the sign of the cross 
and bowing, walked through the open door into the 
empty church, sparkling with its gold. Their places 
were on the right, and they, crowding and pressing each 
other, took up their positions. Soon after the women, 
entered the men in gray cloaks; they were transport con- 
victs, or those who were serving time in the prison, or who 
were transported by the decree of Communes ; they cleared 
their throats, and placed themselves in compact masses on 
the left and in the middle of the church. Above, in the 
choir, stood the prisoners who had been brought there 
before; on one side, with half their heads shaven, the 
hard-labour convicts, who betrayed their presence by the 
clanking of their chains; and on the other, unshaven and 
without fetters, those who were confined pending trial. 

The prison church had been newly erected and fur- 
nished by a rich merchant, who had spent for this purpose | 
several tens of thousands of roubles, and it was all agleam 
with bright colours and gold. 

For some time silence reigned in the church, and one 
could hear only the clearing of noses and throats, the 
cries of infants, and occasionally the clanking of the 
chains. But now the prisoners who stood in the middle 
began to move and, pressing against each other, left a 
path along which the superintendent walked up to the 
front, where he stationed himself in the middle. 


XXXIX, 


Tue divine service began. 

The divine service consisted in this: the priest, having 
donned a peculiar, strange, and very inconvenient cloth 
garment, cut small pieces of bread, which he placed in a 
vessel, and then into a bowl of wine, all the while pro- 
nouncing various names and prayers. In the meantime 
the sexton, without interruption, first read and then sang, 
in rotation with the choir of the prisoners, all kinds of 
Church-Slavic songs, which were unintelligible in them- 
selves, but could be grasped even less on account of the 
rapidity with which they were read and sung. The con- 
tents of the prayers consisted mainly in wishing prosperity 
to the Emperor and his family. The prayers which 
referred to this were repeated several times, in conjunction 
with other prayers, or alone, while kneeling. 

In addition, the sexton read several verses from the 
Acts of the Apostles in such a strange and tense voice 
that it was not possible to comprehend a thing; then the 
priest read very distinctly the passage from the Gospel 
of St. Mark, where it says how Christ, upon being raised 
from the dead, and before flying to heaven in order to be 
seated on the right hand of His Father, appeared first 
to Mary Magdalene, out of whom he had cast seven 
devils, and then to his eleven disciples; and how he 
enjoined them to preach the Gospel to all creatures, pro- 
claiming at the same time that he who would not believe 
should be damned, but that he who would believe and 
would be baptized should be saved, and, besides, should 
cast out devils, heal the sick by the laying on of hands, 
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speak with new tongues, take up serpents, and not die, 
but remain alive, if they should drink deadly things. 

The essence of the divine service consisted in the 
supposition that the pieces cut up by the priest and 
placed by him in the wine, with certain manipulations 
and prayers, were changed into the body and blood of 
God. These manipulations consisted in the priest’s evenly 
raising his hands, although the cloth bag, which he had 
on, very much interfered with this motion, then holding 
them in this attitude, kneeling down, and kissing the 
table and that which was on the table. But the chief 
action was when the priest picked up a napkin with both 
his hands and evenly and gently swayed it over the dish 
and golden bowl. The supposition was that simulta- 
neously with this the bread and wine were changed into 
the body and blood ; consequently this part of the divine 
service was surrounded with special solemnity. 

“ Praise the most holy, most pure, and most blessed 
Mother of God,” thereupon loudly proclaimed the priest 
behind the partition, and the choir sang out solemnly 
that it was very good to glorify Her who had borne 
Christ without impairing Her virginity,—the Virgin 
Mary, who, on that account, deserves greater honour than 
all the cherubim, and greater glory than all the seraphim. 
After that the transformation was thought to be completc, 
and the priest, taking off the napkin from the dish, cut 
the middle piece into four parts, and placed it first in the 
wine and then in his mouth. The idea was that he had 
eaten a piece of God’s body and had drunk a swallow of 
His blood. After that the priest drew aside the curtain, 
opened the middle doors, and, taking the gilt bowl into 
his hands, went with it through the middle door and 
invited those who wished also to partake of the body 
and blood of God, which was contained in the bowl. 

There were several children who wished to do so. 

First asking the children their names, the priest care- 
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fully drew out the bread from the bowl with a small 
spoon, then stuck deep down the mouth of each child a 
piece of wine-sopped bread ; after which the sexton wiped 
the children’s mouths and in a merry voice sang a song 
about the children’s eating God’s body and drinking His 
blood. Then the priest carried the bowl behind the 
partition, and, drinking all the blood left in the bowl and 
eating all the pieces of God’s body, carefully licking his 
moustache, and drying his mouth and the bowl, with 
brisk steps marched out from behind the partition, in the 
happiest frame of mind and creaking with the thin heels 
of his calfskin boots. 

This ended the main part of the Christian service. 
But the priest, wishing to console the unfortunate prison- 
ers, added a special service to what had preceded. This 
special service consisted in the priest’s taking up a position 
before the black-faced and black-handed, brass and gilt 
supposed representation of that very God whom he had 
been eating, a representation illuminated by a dozen or so 
of wax tapers, and beginning in a strange and false voice 
to chant the following words: “Sweetest Jesus, glory of 
the apostles, Jesus, the martyrs’ praise, almighty ruler, 
save me, Jesus my Saviour, Jesus mine, most beautiful, 
me taking refuge in Thee, Saviour Jesus, have mercy on 
me, on those who have borne Thee with prayers, on all, 
O Jesus, on Thy saints, and on all Thy prophets, my 
Saviour Jesus, and give us the joys of heaven, Jesus, lover 
of men!” 

Thereupon he stopped, drew his breath, crossed himself, 
and made a low obeisance, and all did the same. Obei- 
sances were made by the superintendent, the wardens, 
the prisoners, and in the balcony the chains clanked very 
frequently. “Creator of the angels and Lord of hosts,” 
he continued, “ Jesus most marvellous, the angels’ wonder, 
Jesus most strong, the ancestors’ redemption, Jesus most 
sweet, the patriarchs’ majesty, Jesus most glorious, the 
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kings’ support, Jesus most blessed, the prophets’ fulfil- 
ment, Jesus most wonderful, the martyrs’ strength, Jesus 
most gentle, the monks’ joy, Jesus most merciful, the 
presbyters’ sweetness, Jesus most pitiful, the fasters’ 
restraint, Jesus most suave, the delight of the sainted, 
Jesus most pure, the virgins’ chastity, Jesus from eternity, 
the sinners’ salvation, Jesus, Son of God, have mercy on 
me,” he finally reached a stop, repeating the word Jesus 
in an ever shriller voice; he held his silk-lined vestment 
with his hand, and, letting himself down on one knee, 
bowed to the ground, whereupon the choir sang the last 
words, “ Jesus, Son of God, have mercy on me,” and the 
prisoners fell down and rose again, tossing the hair that 
was left on the unshaven half, and clattering with the 
fetters which chafed their lean legs. 

Thus it lasted for a long time. First came the praises, 
which ended with the words, “Have mercy on me!” and 
then came new praises, which ended with the word “ Hal- 
lelujah.” And the prisoners crossed themselves and bowed 
at every stop; then they began to bow only every second 
time and even less, and all were happy when the praises 
were ended, and the priest, heaving a sigh of relief, closed 
his little book and went back of the partition. There was 
but one final action left: the priest took a gilt cross with 
enamelled medallions at its ends, which was lying on the 
large table, and walked with it into the middle of the 
church. First the superintendent came up and kissed 
the cross, then the wardens, then, pressing against each 
other and cursing in whispers, the prisoners came up to it. 
The priest, talking all the while with the superintendent, 
was sticking the cross and his hand into the mouths, and 
sometimes even into the noses, of the prisoners who were 
coming up, while the prisoners were anxious to kiss both 
the cross and the priest’s hand. Thus ended the Christian 
divine service, which was held for the consolation and 
edification of the erring fellow men. 


XL. 


Ir did not occur to one of those present, beginning 
with the priest and the superintendent and ending with 
Méslova, that the same Jesus, whose name the priest 
had repeated an endless number of times in a shrill 
voice, praising Him with all kinds of outlandish words, 
had forbidden all that which was done there; that He 
had forbidden not only such a meaningless wordiness and 
blasphemous mystification of the priestly teachers over the 
bread and wine, but that He had also in a most emphatic 
manner forbidden one class of people to call another their 
teachers; that He had forbidden prayers in temples, and 
had commanded each to pray in solitude; that He had 
forbidden the temples themselves, saying that He came to 
destroy them, and that one should pray not in temples, 
but in the spirit and in truth; and, above everything else, 
that He had forbidden not only judging people and holding 
them under restraint, torturing, disgracing, punishing them, 
as was done here, but even doing any violence to people, 
saying that He came to set the captives at liberty. 

It never occurred to any one present that that which 
was going on there was the greatest blasphemy and 
mockery upon that very Christ in the name of whom all 
this was done. It did not occur to any one that the gilt 
cross, with the enamelled medallions at the ends, which 
the priest brought out and gave the people to kiss, was 
nothing else but the representation of the gibbet on which 
Christ had been hung for prohibiting those very things 
which were done here in His name. It did not occur to 
any one that the priests, who imagined that in the form 
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of the bread and wine they were eating the body of 
Christ and drinking His blood, actually were eating His 
body and drinking His blood, but not in the pieces of 
bread and in the wine, but by misleading those “ little 
ones” with whom Christ has identified Himself, and by 
depriving them of their greatest good, and subjecting 
them to the severest torments, by concealing from them 
the very Gospel of salvation which He had brought 
to them. 

The priest did with the calmest conscience all that he 
did, because he had been brought up from childhood to 
believe that this was the one true faith which had been 
believed in by all the holy men of former days, and now 
was believed in by the spiritual and temporal authorities. 
He did not believe that the bread was changed into the 
body, that it was good for the soul to pronounce many 
words, or that he had really devoured a piece of God, — 
it is impossible to believe in such things, — but he believed 
in the necessity of believing in this belief. The main thing 
that confirmed him in his faith was the fact that for exer- 
cising all the functions of his faith he had for eighteen 
years been receiving an income, with which he supported 
his family, kept his son at a gymnasium, and his daughter 
in a religious school. 

The sexton believed even more firmly than the priest, 
because he had entirely forgotten the essence of the 
dogmas of this faith, and only knew that for the sacra- 
mental water, for the mass for the dead, for the Hours, 
for a simple supplication, and for a supplication with 
songs, — for everything there was a stated price, which 
good Christians gladly paid; and therefore he called out 
his “Have mercy, have mercy,” and sang and read the 
established prayers with the same calm confidence in its 
necessity with which people sell wood, flour, and potatoes. 

The chief of the prison and the wardens, who had never 
known and had never tried to find out what the dogmas 
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of the faith consisted in, and what all this meant which 
was going on in the church, believed that one must be- 
lieve in this faith because the higher authorities and the 
Tsar himself believed in it. Besides, they dimly felt, 
though they would not have been able to explain why, 
that this faith justified their cruel duties. If it were not 
for this faith, it not only would have been harder for them, 
but even impossible to employ all their powers in order 
to torment people, as they were now doing with an entirely 
clear conscience. The superintendent was such a good- 
hearted man that he would never have been able to live 
that way if he had not found a support in his faith. It 
was for this reason that he stood motionless and straight, 
zealously made his obeisances and the signs of the cross, 
and tried to feel contrite as they sang “The Cherubim ;” 
and as they began to give the communion to the children, 
he stepped forward, and with his own hands lifted a boy 
who was receiving the communion, and held him up that 
way. 

The majority of the prisoners, — with the exception of 
a few who saw through the deception practised on the 
people of this faith, and who in their hearts laughed at it, 
—— the majority believed that in these gilt images, candles, 
bowls, vestments, crosses, and repetitions of incomprehen- 
sible words, “Jesus most sweet,” “Have mercy,” lay a 
mysterious power, by means of which one could obtain 
great comforts in this hfe and in the one to come. 
Although the majority of them had made several efforts 
to obtain the comforts of life by means of prayers, suppli- 
cations, and tapers, without getting them, — their prayers 
had remained unfulfilled, — yet each of them was firmly 
convinced that this was only an accidental failure, and 
that this institution, approved by learned men and by 
metropolitans, was important and necessary for the life 
to come, if not for this. 

Méslova believed the same way. Like the rest, she 
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experienced during the divine service a mixed feeling of 
awe and tedium. She was standing in the middle of the 
throng before the bar, and could not see any one but her 
companions; when the communicants moved forward, she 
advanced with Fedésya and saw the superintendent, and 
behind the superintendent and between the wardens she 
spied a peasant with a white beard and blond hair, — 
Feddésya’s husband, — who was looking at his wife with 
motionless eyes. All during the singing Méslova was 
busy watching him and whispering to Fedésya; she 
crossed herself and made the obeisances only when the 
rest did so. 


XLL 


NEKHLYODOV left the house early. A peasant was still 
driving in a side street, and crying in a strange voice: 

“« Milk, milk, milk!” 

The day before there had fallen the first warm spring 
rain. Wherever there was no pavement the grass had 
suddenly sprouted, the birches in the gardens were cov- 
ered with a green down, and the bird-cherries and poplars 
were spreading out their long, fragrant leaves; and in the 
houses and shops the double windows were being removed 
and cleaned. In the second-hand market, past which 
Nekhlytidov had to ride, a dense throng of people was 
swarming near the booths, which were built in a row, and 
tattered people were moving about with boots under their 
arms and smoothly ironed pantaloons and waistcoats 
thrown over their shoulders. 

Near the inns there were crowds of people who were 
now free from their factory work: men in clean sleeve- 
less coats and shining boots, and women in brightly 
coloured silk kerchiefs over their heads and in overcoats 
with huge glass beads. Policemen, with the yellow cords 
of their pistols, stood on their beats, watching for some 
disorder to dispel the ennui which was oppressing them. 
Along the paths of the boulevard and over the fresh 
green sod children and dogs were romping, while the gay 
nurses were talking to each other, sitting on the benches. 

In the streets, which were still cool and damp on the 
left hand, in the shade, but dry in the middle, the heavy 
freight wagons constantly rumbled over the pavement, 
and light vehicles clattered, and tramways tinkled. On 

205 


206 RESURRECTION 


all sides the air was shaken by the various sounds and 
the dins of the, bells calling the people to attend services 
similar to the one that was taking place in the prison. 
The dressed-up people were all going to their parish 
churches. 

The cabman took Nekhlyuidov not to the jail itself, but 
to the turn that led to it. 

A number of men and women, mostly with bundles, 
were standing there, at the turn, about one hundred paces 
from the prison. On the right were low wooden build- 
ings, and on the left a two-story house, with some kind 
of a sign. The immense stone structure of the jail was 
ahead, but the visitors were not admitted there A 
sentry with his gun was walking up and down, calling 
out angrily at those who tried to pass beyond him. 

At the gate of the wooden buildings, on the right-hand 
side, opposite the sentry, a warden, in a uniform with 
galloons, was sitting on a bench, with a note-book in his 
hand. Nekhlytdov also went up to him and gave the 
name of Katerina Mdslova. The warden with the gal- 
loons wrote down the name. 

“Why don’t they admit yet?” asked Nekhlytidov. 

“They are holding divine service now. As soon as it 
is over, you will be admitted.” 

Nekhlytidov went up to the throng of the persons 
waiting. A man in a tattered garment and crushed cap, 
with torn shoes on his bare feet, and with red stripes all 
over his face, pushed himself forward and started toward 
the jail. 

“Where are you going?” the soldier with the gun 
shouted to him. 

“Don’t yell so!” answered the ragged fellow, not in 
the least intimidated by the sentry’s call He went back. 
“Tf you won't let me, I can wait. But don’t yell as 
though you were a general!” 

There was an approving laugh in the crowd. The vis- 
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itors were mostly poorly clad people, some of them simply 
in tatters, but there were also, to all appearances, decent 
people, both men and women. Next to Nekhlytidov 
stood a well-dressed, clean-shaven, plump, ruddy man, 
with a bundle, apparently of underwear, in his hand. 
Nekhlytidov asked him whether he was there for the first 
time. The man with the bundle answered that he came 
every Sunday, and they started a conversation. He was 
@ porter in a bank; he came to see his brother, who was 
to be tried for forgery. The good-natured man told 
Nekhlytidov his whole history, and was on the point of 
asking him for his, when their attention was distracted 
by a student and a veiled lady, in a light rubber-tired 
vehicle, drawn by a large, thoroughbred black horse. 
The student was carrying a large bundle in his hands. 
He went up to Nekhlytidov and asked him whether it 
was permitted to distribute alms, — bread-rolls which he 
had brought with him,-——and how he wastodoit. “I 
am doing it at the request of my fiancée. This is my 
fiancée. Her parents advised us to take it down to the 
convicts.” 

“T am here for the first time, and I do not know, but 
I think you ought to ask that man,” said Nekhlyudov, 
pointing to the warden with the galloons, who was sit- 
ting with his note-book on the right. 

Just as NekhlyfGdov was conversing with the student, 
the heavy iron door, with a small window in the middle, 
was opened, and there emerged from it a uniformed off- 
cer with a warden, and the warden with the note-book 
announced that the visitors would now be admitted. 
The sentry stepped aside, and all the visitors, as though 
fearing to be late, started with rapid steps toward the 
door; some of them even rushed forward on arun. At 
the door stood a warden, who kept counting the visitors 
as they passed him, saying aloud, “Sixteen, seventeen,” 
and soon. Another warden, inside the building, touched 
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each with his hand and counted them as they passed 
through the next door, in order that upon leaving the 
number should tally, and no visitor be left in the prison, 
and no person confined be allowed to escape. This 
teller slapped Nekhlytidov’s shoulder, without looking to 
see who it was that passed by, and this touch of the 
warden’s hand at first offended Nekhlyiidov, but he 
recalled at once what had brought him here, and he felt 
ashamed of his feeling of dissatisfaction and affront. 

The first apartment they reached beyond the door was 
a large room with a vaulted ceiling and iron gratings in 
tiny windows. In this room, called the assembly-room, 
Nekhlyvidov quite unexpectedly saw a large representa- 
tion of the crucifixion in a niche. 

“ What is this for?” he thought, involuntarily connect- 
ing in his imagination the representation of Christ with 
liberated and not with confined people. 

Nekhlytidov walked slowly, letting the hurrying visitors 
pass by him, experiencing mixed feelings of terror before 
the evil-doers who were locked up here, of compassion ‘for 
those innocent people who, like the boy of yesterday amd 
like Katyvisha, must be confined in it, and of ti 
and contrition before the meeting which awaited him. 
Upon leaving this first room, the warden at the other 
end was saying something; but Nekhlyvidov was lost in 
thought and did not pay any attention to what he was 
saying ; he continued to go in the direction where moet 
visitors were going, that is, to the men’s department, and 
not to the women’s, whither he was bound. 

He allowed those who were in a hurry to walk ahead 
of him, and was the last to enter the hall which was used 
as the visiting-room. The first thing that struck him, 
when, upon opening the door, he entered the hall, was 
’the deafening roar of hundreds of voices merging into 
one. Only when he came nearer to the people who, like 
flies upon sugar, were clinging to the screen that divided 
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the room into two parts, he understood what the matter 
was. The room, with the windows in the back, was 
divided into two, not by one, but by two wire screens 
that ran from the ceiling down to the floor. Between 
the screens walked the wardens. Beyond the screens 
were the prisoners, and on this side, the visitors. Between 
the two parties were the two screens, and about eight 
feet of space, so that it was not only impossible to trans- 
mit any information, but even to recognize a face, espe- 
cially if one were near-sighted. It was even difficult to 
speak, for one had to cry at the top of one’s voice in 
order to be heard. On both sides the faces were closely 
pressed against the screens: here were wives, husbands, 
fathers, mothers, children, trying to see each other and to 
say what was necessary. But as each tried to speak 
in such a way as to be heard by his interlocutor, and the 
neighbours were trying to do the same, their voices inter- 
fered, and they had to shout so much the louder. It was 
this that caused the roar, interrupted by shouts, which 
had so struck Nekhlyvidov as he entered the room. 

There was not the slightest possibility of making out 
what was said. It was only possible by their faces to 
guess what they were talking about, and what their rela- 
tions to each other were. Next to Nekhlytidov was an old 
woman in a small shawl, who, pressing against the screen, 
with quivering chin cried something to a pale young man 
with half of his hair shaven off. The prisoner, raising 
his eyebrows and frowning, listened attentively to what 
she was saying. Next to the old woman was a young 
man in a sleeveless coat, who, with shaking head, was 
listening to what a prisoner, with an agonized face and 
grayish beard, who resembled him, was saying. Farther 
away stood a ragged fellow, who was moving his hands 
as he spoke, and laughing. Next to him a woman, in a 
good woollen kerchief, with a babe in her arms, was sit- 
ting on the floor, and weeping, evidently for the first time 
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seeing that gray-haired man, who was on the other side, 
in a prison blouse, and with a shaven head and in fetters. 
Beyond this woman stood the porter, with whom Nekh- 
lyvidov had spoken; he was shouting at the top of his 
voice to a bald-headed prisoner, with sparkling eyes, on 
the other side. 

When Neklytidov understood that he would have to 
speak under these conditions, there arose within him 
a feeling of indignation against the people who could 
have arranged and maintained such a thing. He won- 
dered how it was that such a terrible state of affairs, such 
a contempt for all human feelings had not offended any- 
body. The soldiers, the superintendent, the visitors, and 
the prisoners acted as though they admitted that it could 
not be otherwise. 

Nekhlyvidov remained about five minutes in that room, 
experiencing a terrible feeling of melancholy, of power- 
lessness, and of being out with the whole world. A moral 
sensation of nausea, resembling seasickness, took posses- 
sion of him. 


XLIL 


« Strut I must do that for which I have come,” he said, 
urging himself on. “What must I donow?” He began 
to look for somebody in authority, and, upon noticing 
a short, lean man with a moustache, in officer’s stripes, 
who was walking back of the crowd, he turned to him. 

“Can you not, dear sir, tell me,” he said, with exceed- 
ingly strained civility, “where the women are kept, and 
where one may talk to them?” 

“Do you want the women’s department ?” 

“Yes; I should like to see one of the prisoners,” 
Nekhlyudov replied, with the same strained civility. 

“You ought to have said so when you were in the 
assembly-room. Whom do you want to see?” 

“T want to see Katerina Maslova.” 

“Ts she a political prisoner ?” asked the assistant super- 
intendent. 

“ No, she is simply — ” 

“ Has she been sentenced ?” 

« Yes, two days ago she was sentenced,” humbly replied 
Nekhlyudov, fearing lest he spoil the disposition of the 
superintendent, who apparently had taken interest in 
him. 

“If you wish to go to the women’s department, please, 
this way,” said the superintendent, having manifestly 
concluded from Nekhlyvidov’s appearance that he deserved 
consideration. “Siddrov,’ he addressed a mustachioed 
under-officer with medals, “take this gentleman to the 
women’s department.” 

“« Yes, sir.” 
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Just then heartrending sobs were heard at the screen. 

Everything seemed strange to Nekhlytidov, but strangest 
of all was it that he should be thankful and under obliga- 
tions to the superintendent and chief warden, to people 
who were doing all the cruel things which were com- 
mitted in that house. 

The warden led Nekhlytidov out of the men’s visiting- 
room into the corridor, and through the opposite door 
took him into the women’s visitors’ hall. 

This room, like that of the men, was divided into three 
parts by the two screens, but it was considerably smaller, 
and there were fewer visitors and prisoners in it; the 
noise and din was the same as in the male department. 
The officer here also walked around between the screens. 
The officer was the matron, in a uniform with galloons on 
her sleeves and with blue binding, and a similar belt. 
Just as in the men’s room, the faces on both sides clung 
closely to the screens: on this side, city people in all 
kinds of attires, and on the other, the prisoners, — some 
in white, others in their own garments. The whole screen 
was occupied by people. Some rose on tiptoe, in order 
to be heard above the heads of the others; others sat on 
the floor, conversing. 

Most noticeable of all the prisoners, both by her striking 
voice and appearance, was a tattered, haggard gipsy, with 
the kerchief falling down from her curly hair, who was 
standing in the middle of the room on the other side of 
the screen, near a post, and with rapid gestures shouting 
to a gipsy in a blue coat with a tight, low belt. Next to 
the gipsy, a soldier was sitting on the ground, and talk- 
ing to a prisoner; then stood, clinging to the screen, 
a young peasant with a light-coloured beard, in bast shoes, 
with flushed face, evidently with difficulty restraining his 
tears. He was talking to a sweet-faced blond prisoner, 
who was gazing at him with her bright, blue eyes. This 
was Feddésya and her husband. Near them stood a 
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attered fellow, who was talking to a slatternly, broad- 
‘aced woman; then two women, a man, again a woman, 
—and opposite each a prisoner. Méslova was not 
umong them. But back of the prisoners, on the other 
side, stood another woman, and Nekhlytidov at once knew 
shat it was she, and he felt his heart beating more strongly 
ind his breath stopping. The decisive minute was ap- 
sroaching. He went up to the screen, and recognized her. 
She was standing back of blue-eyed Fedésya, and, smiling, 
was listening to what she was saying. She was not in 
1er cloak, as two days ago, but in a white bodice, tightly 
rirded with a belt, and with high swelling bosom. From 
inder the kerchief, just as in the court-room, peeped her 
lowing black hair. 

“It will be decided at once,” he thought. “How am I 
0 call her? Or will she come up herself ?” 

But she did not come up. She was waiting for Kldéra 
und did not suspect that this man came to see her. 

“Whom do you want?” the matron who was walking 
obetween the screens, asked, coming up to Nekhlytidov. 

“ Katerina Maslova,” Nekhlyvidov said, with difficulty. 

“ Maslova, you are wanted!” cried the matron. 

Maslova looked about her, and, raising her head and 
thrusting forward her bosom, with her expression of readi- 
ness, 80 familiar to Nekhlyudov, went up to the screen, 
pushing her way between two prisoners, and with a ques- 
tioning glance of surprise gazed at Nekhlytidov, without 
recognizing him. 

But, seeing by his attire that he was a rich man, she 
smiled. 

“Do you want me?” she said, putting her smiling face, 
with its squinting eyes, to the screen. 

“TIT wanted to see—” Nekhlytidov did not know 
whether to say “thee” or “you,” and decided to say 
“you.” He was not speaking louder than usual. “I 
wanted to see you — I —” 
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“ Don’t pull the wool over my eyes,” cried the tattered 
fellow near him. “ Did you take it or not?” 

“I tell you he is dying,— what more?” somebody 
shouted from the other side. 

Maslova could not make out what Nekhlytidov was say- 
ing, but the expression of his face, as he was talking, sud- 
denly reminded her of him. But she did not believe her 
eyes. Still, the smile disappeared from her face, and 
her brow began to be furrowed in an agonizing way. 

“T did not hear what you said,” she cried, blinking, and 
frowning more than before. 

“T came —” 

«Yes, I am doing what I ovght to do, and am repent- 
ing of my sin,” thought Nekhlyvidov. 

The moment he thought that, the tears stood in his eyes 
and choked him ; he held on to the screen with his fingers, 
and grew silent, making an effort to keep from sobbing. 

“I say: keep away from where you have no busi- 
ness —” somebody cried on one side. 

“ Believe me for God’s sake, for I tell you I do not 
know,” cried a prisoner on the other side. 

Upon noticing his agitation, Mdslova recognized him. 

«You have changed, but I recognize you,” she cried, 
without looking at him, and her flushed face suddenly 
looked gloomier still 

“TJ have come to ask forgiveness of you,” he cried in a 
loud voice, without intonations, like a lesson learned by 
rote. 

Having called out these words, he felt ashamed, and 
looked around. But immediately it occurred to him that 
if he was ashamed, so much the better, because he must 
bear shame. And he continued in a loud voice. 

“Forgive me; I am terribly guilty toward you —” he 
shouted again. 

She stood motionless, and did not take her squinting 
eyes away from him. 
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He was unable to proceed, and went away from the 
screen, trying to check the sobs which were agitating his 
breast. 

The superintendent, the one who had directed Nekhlyu- 
dov to the women’s department, apparently interested in 
him, came in and, seeing Nekhlytidov standing away from 
the screen, asked him why he did not speak with the one 
be had asked for. Nekhlytidov cleared his nose and, 
straightening himself and trying to assume an uncon- 
cerned look, said: 

“IT can’t speak through the screen, —TI can’t hear a 
word.” 

The superintendent thought for awhile. 

“Well, we shall have her brought out for a short time.” 

“ Marya Kérlovna,” he turned to the matron. “ Bring 
Maslova out here!” 


XLII. 


A MINUTE later Méslova came out of the side door. 
Walking up with her soft tread close to Nekhlytidov, she 
stopped and looked at him with an upward glance. Her 
black hair, just as two days before, stood out in curling 
ringlets ; her unhealthy, swollen, and white face was sweet 
and very calm; only the sparkling, black, squinting eyes 
gleamed with unusual brilliancy from out her swollen 
lids. 

“You may speak here to her,” said the superintendent, 
stepping aside. Nekhlyvidov moved up to the bench 
which stood against the wall. 

Maslova cast a questioning glance at the assistant super- 
intendent, and then, as though shrugging her shoulders in 
surprise, followed Nekhlytidov up to the bench and sat 
down at his side, adjusting her skirt. 

“T know it is hard for you to forgive me,” began Nekh- 
lyvidov, but again stopped, feeling that his tears impeded 
him, “but if it is not possible to correct the past, I wish 
now to do allI can. Say —” 

“How did you find me?” she asked, without replying 
to his question, and hardly glancing at him with her 
squinting eyes. 

“Q Lord, aid me! Teach me what todo!” Nekhlyt- 
dov kept saying to himself, looking at her changed, bad 
face. 

“Two days ago I was a juror,” he said, “ when you were 
tried. Did you not recognize me?” 

“No, I did not. I had no time to recognize people. 
And I did not look, either,” she said. 
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“Was there not a child?” he asked, and felt his face 
being flushed. | 

“Thank the Lord, it died at once,” she answered curtly 
and angrily, turning her eyes away. 

“Why so? What did it die of?” 

“T was ill myself, and almost died,” she said, without 
raising her eyes. 

“ How is it my aunts let you go?” 

“Who would want to keep a chambermaid with a 
baby? When they noticed what the matter was, they 
sent me away. What is the use of mentioning it, — I do 
not remember anything, —I have forgotten it. That is 
all ended.” 

“No, not ended. I cannot leave it so. I now want to 
expiate my sin.” 

“There is nothing to expiate. What has been, is a 
thing of the past,” she said, and—a thing he had not 
expected — she suddenly looked at him and gave him a 
disagreeable, insinuating, and pitiable smile. 

Maslova had not expected to see him, especially then 
and there, and therefore his appearance at first startled 
her and made her think of what she had never thought 
before. In the first moment she dimly recalled that new 
charming world of feelings and thoughts which had been 
revealed to her by that attractive young man who loved 
her and who was loved by her, and then of his incom- 
prehensible cruelty and of the whole series of humiliations 
and suffering which followed that magic happiness and 
which was its direct consequence. And she was pained. 
But not having the strength to analyze it all, she acted 
as she always did: she dispelled those recollections and 
tried to shroud them with the special mist of her dis- 
solute life. In the first moment she connected the man 
who was sitting at her side with the young man whom 
she had once loved, but upon observing that that caused 
her pain, she stopped connecting him with that youth. 
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Now this neatly dressed, well-fed gentleman, with the 
perfumed beard, was for her not that Nekhlytidov, whom 
she had loved, but only one of those men who, when they 
needed it, made use of such creatures as she was, and 
whom a creature like her had to make use of for her 
greatest advantage. It was for this reason that she gave 
him that insinuating smile. 

She was silent, reflecting in what manner to use 
him. 

“That is all ended,” she said. “Now I am sentenced 
to hard labour.” And her lips quivered as she pronounced 
that terrible word. 

“T knew, I was convinced that you were not guilty,” 
said Nekhlytidov. 

“ Of course Iam not. Am I a thief, a robber?” 

“They say in our cell that everything depends on a 
lawyer,” she continued. “They say that a petition has to 
be handed in. Only they ask a lot of money for it —” 

“Yes, by all means,” said Nekhlyvidov. “I have 
already talked to a lawyer.” 

“You must not spare money, and get a good one,” she 
said. 

“T will do everything in my power.” 

A silence ensued. 

She again smiled in the same way. 

“T want to ask you—for some money, if you can let 
me have it. Not much—ten roubles. That is all I 
want,” she suddenly said. 

«Yes, yes,” Nekhlytidov said in confusion, and taking 
out his pocketbook. 

She threw a rapid glance at the superintendent, who 
was walking up and down the room. 

“ Don’t give it to me in his presence, or they will take 
it away from me.” 

Nekhlyvidov opened the pocketbook the moment the 
superintendent turned away, but before he succeeded in 
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handing her the ten-rouble bill, the superintendent again 
turned his face to him. He crumpled it in his hand. 

“This is a dead woman,” Nekhlytidov thought, looking 
at her once sweet, now defiled and swollen face, and at 
the sparkling, evil gleam of her black, squinting eyes, 
. which were watching both the superintendent and his 
hand with the crumpled bill. A moment of hesitation 
came over him. 

Again the tempter who had been speaking to him in 
the night spoke up in Nekhlytidov’s soul, as ever trying 
to lead him away from the question as to what he ought 
to do, to the question of what would result from his 
actions, questions of what was useful. 

“You won't be able to do anything with this woman,” 
that voice said. “You are only hanging a rock around 
your neck, which will drown you and will keep you from 
being useful to others. Give her money, all you have; 
bid her farewell, and make an end of it once and for 
all!” he thought. 

But just then he felt that something exceedingly im- 
portant was going on in his soul, that his inner life was, 
as it were, placed on a swaying balance, which by the 
least effort could be drawn over in one or the other direc- 
tion. He made that effort, and acknowledged that God 
whom he had felt within him the day before; and that 
God raised His voice in his soul. He decided to tell her 
everything at once. 

“ Katyuisha, I have come to ask thy forgiveness in 
everything, but thou hast not answered me whether thou 
hast forgiven me, or whether thou wilt ever forgive me,” 
he said, suddenly passing over to “ thou.” 

She was not listening to him, and only looked at his 
hand and at the superintendent. The moment the super- 
intendent turned away, she swiftly stretched her hand 
out to him, grasped the money, and stuck it behind her 
belt. 
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“You are saying strange things,” she said, smiling 
contemptuously, as he thought. 

Nekhlytidov felt that there was in her something 
directly hostile to him, which kept her in her present 
attitude, and which prevented his penetrating into her 
soul. 

Strange to say, this did not repel him, but attracted 
him to her with a greater, a special and new force. He 
felt that he must wake her spiritually, that this was 
terribly hard,— but this very difficulty attracted him. 
He now experienced a feeling toward her such as he had 
never before experienced toward her or toward anybody 
else. There was nothing personal in it: he did not 
wish anything of her for himself, but only that she 
should cease being what she was, that she awaken and 
become what she had been before. 

« Katyusha, what makes you talk that way? I know 
you and remember you such as you were in Pénov—” 

“What is the use recalling the past?” she said, 
drily. 

of recall] it in order to smooth over and expiate my 
sin, Katyusha,” he began, and was on the point of saying 
that he wanted to marry her, but he met her glance and 
read in it something so terrible, and coarse, and repulsive, 
that he could not finish his sentence. 

Just then the visitors were beginning to leave. The 
superintendent went up to Nekhlytidov and told him 
that the time for the interview was up. Méaslova arose, 
waiting submissively to be dismissed. 

“Good-bye! I have to tell you many more things, but 
you see I cannot now,” said Nekhlytidov, and stretched 
out his hand. “TI shall come again —” 

“It seems you have said everything —” 

She gave him her hand, but did not press his. 

“No. I shall try to see you again where I may have 
a talk with you, and then I shall tell you something 
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very important, which must be told to you,” said Nekh- 
lyuidov. 

“Very well, come, then,” she said, smiling as she was 
in the habit of smiling to men whom she wished to 
please. 

“You are nearer to me than a sister,” said Nekhlyudov. 

“Strange,” she repeated, and went behind the screen, 
shaking her head. 


XLIV. 


At his first meeting, Nekhlyvidov expected that the 
moment Katyiisha should see him and should hear of 
his intention of serving her and of his repentance, she 
would rejoice and be contrite, and would be Katytisha 
again; to his terror he saw that there was no Katyusha, 
but only a Méslova. This surprised and horrified him. 

He was particularly surprised to find that Maslova not 
only was not ashamed of her situation, — not as a pris- 
oner, for of that she was ashamed, but as a prostitute, — 
but that she seemed to be satisfied with it, and even to 
pride herself on it. This could not have been otherwise. 
Every person, to act, must consider his or her activity to 
be important and good. Consequently, whatever the posi- 
tion of a man may be, he cannot help but form such a 
view of human life in general as will make his activity 
appear important and good. 

It is generally supposed that a thief, a murderer, a 
spy, a prostitute, acknowledging his profession to be bad 
must be ashamed of it. But the very opposite takes 
place. People, who by fate and by their own sins — 
by error — are put in a certain condition, however irregu- 
lar it may be, form such a view of life in general that 
their position appears to them good and respectable. In 
order to support such a view, people instinctively cling 
to that circle in which the conception which they have 
formed of life, and of their place in it, is accepted. We 
are surprised to find this in the case of thieves bragging 
of their agility, prostitutes of their debauch, murderers of 
their cruelty. But we are surprised only because the 
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circle, the atmosphere of these people, is limited, and, 
chiefly, because we live outside that circle; but does not 
the same thing take place in the case of rich men brag- 
ging of their wealth, that is, of robbery, of generals brag- 
ging of their victories, that is, of murder, and of rulers 
bragging of their power, that is, of violence? We do not 
see in these people a corrupted conception of life, of good 
and evil, in order to justify their position, because the 
circle of people with such corrupt conceptions is larger, 
and we ourselves belong to it. 

Just such a view of life and of her position in the 
world had been formed by Maslova. She was a prosti- 
tute who was condemned to enforced labour, and yet she 
had formed such a world conception that she was able to 
justify herself and even pride herself before people on her 
situation. 

This world conception consisted in the conviction that 
the chief good of men, of all without exception, — of old 
and young men, of gymnasiasts, generals, uneducated and 
educated men, — lay in sexual intercourse with attractive 
women, and for this reason all men, though they pre- 
tended to be busy with other affairs, in reality desired 
only this. She was an attractive woman, who could 
satisfy or not satisfy their desire, consequently she 
was an important and necessary factor. All her past and 
present life had been a confirmation of the justice of this 
view. 

For ten years, she had everywhere seen, wherever she 
had been, beginning with Nekhlytidov and the old coun- 
try judge, and ending with the wardens of the prisons, 
that all men needed her; she neither saw, nor noticed 
the men who did not need her. Consequently the whole 
world presented itself to her as a collection of people 
swayed by passion, who watched her on all sides, and 
who with all means, with deception, with violence, pur- 
chase, cunning, tried to get possession of her. 
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Thus Méslova understood life, and, with such a com- 
prehension of the world, she was not only not the least, 
but even an important, person. Méaslova valued this con- 
ception of life more than anything else in the world; 
nor could she help valuing it, because if she had changed 
this conception of life she would have lost the impor- 
tance which this conception gave her among men. And 
in order not to lose her significance in life, she instinc- 
tively clung to the circle of people who looked upon life 
just as she did. When she noticed that Nekhlytidov 
wished to take her into another world, she set herself 
against this, for she foresaw that in the world into which 
he was enticing her she would have to lose that place in 
life which gave her confidence and self-respect. For this 
same reason she warded off every recollection of her first 
youth and of her first relations with Nekhlytidov. These 
recollections did not harmonize with her present world 
conception, and so they had been entirely obliterated 
from her memory, or, to be more correct, they lay some- 
where untouched in her memory, but they were shut up 
and immured as bees immure the nests of the worms 
which are likely to destroy their whole labour, so that 
there should be no getting to them. Therefore, the 
present Nekhlyudov was for her not the man whom she 
had once loved with a pure love, but only a rich gentle- 
man who could and must be made use off, and with 
whom she could have the same relations as with all men. 

“No, I could not tell her the main thing,” thought 
Nekhlytidov, walking with the throng to the entrance. 
“TI have not told her that I want to marry her. I have 
not yet told her, but I will,” he thought. 

The wardens, standing at the doors, again counted the 
people twice, as they passed out, lest a superfluous person 
leave the prison or be left behind. He not only was not 
offended by the slap on his shoulder, but did not even 
notice it. 


XLV. 


NEKHLYODOV wanted to change his external life: to 
give up his large quarters, send away the servants, and 
move to a hotel. But Agraféna Petrévna proved to him 
that there was no sense in making any change in his 
manner of life before winter ; no one would hire his quar- 
ters in, the summer, and in the meantime one had to live 
and keep the furniture and things somewhere. Thus, 
all efforts of Nekhlytidov to change his external life (he 
wanted to arrange things simply, in student fashion) 
came to naught. Not only was everything left as of old, 
but in the house began an intensified activity of airing 
the rooms, of hanging out and beating all kinds of woollen 
and fur things, in which the janitor and his assistant, and 
the cook, and even Kornéy himself took part. First they 
brought out and hung up on ropes all kinds of uniforms 
and strange fur things, which were never used by any- 
body ; then they carried out the rugs and furniture, and 
the janitor and his assistant, rolling up their sleeves over 
their muscular arms, began to beat these in even measure, 
and an odour of naphthalene was spread through all the 
rooms. 

Walking through the yard and looking out of the 
window, Nekhlytidov marvelled at the mass of all these 
things, and how most of them were unquestionably use- 
less. The only use and purpose of these things, so 
Nekhlytidov thought, was to give a chance for physical 
exercise to Agraféna Petrévna, Kornéy, the janitor, and 
his assistant. 

“Tt is not worth while to change the form of life now, 
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while Maéslova’s case has not yet been passed upon,” 
thought Nekhlytidov. “Besides, that would be too diffi- 
cult a matter. Everything will change of itself, when 
she is released, or transported, in which case I will follow 
her.” 

On the day appointed by lawyer Fandrin, Nekhlytidov 
drove to his house. Upon entering the magnificent 
apartments of the lawyer’s own house, with immense 
plants and wonderful curtains in the windows, and, in 
general, with those expensive furnishings which testify 
_to money earned without labour, such as is found only 
with people who have suddenly grown rich, Nekhlytidov 
met in the waiting-room a number of clients who, as in 
a physician’s office, were waiting for their turns, ‘sitting 
gloomily around tables with their illustrated magazines, 
which were to help them while away their time. The 
lawyer’s assistant, who was sitting there too, at a high 
desk, upon recognizing Nekhlyudov, came up to him, 
greeted him, and told him that he would at once announce 
him to his chief. But he had barely walked up to the 
door of the office, when it was opened, and there could 
be heard the loud, animated conversation of a middle- 
aged, stocky man, with a red face and thick moustache, 
in an entirely new attire, and of Fandrin himself. On 
the faces of both was an expression such as one sees in 
the countenances of people who have transacted a very 
profitable, but not very clean business. 

“It is your own fault, my friend,” said Fanérin, smil- 
ing. 
“T should like to find my way into paradise, but my 
sins won't let me git there.” 

- Very well, very well, I know.” 

And both laughed an unnatural laugh. 

« Ah, prince, please come in,” said Fandérin, upon notic- 
ing Nekhlyudov, and, nodding once more to the departing 
merchant, he led Nekhlytdov into his office, which was 
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furnished in severe style. “Please, have a cigarette,” 
said the lawyer, seating himself opposite Nekhlyuidov and 
repressing a smile provoked by the success of his previous 
affair. 

“Thank you, I have come to find out about Maslova.” 

“Yes, yes, in a minute. Oh, what rascals these fat- 
purses are!” he said. “ You have seen the fellow? He 
has twelve millions, — and yet he says ‘git,’ But if he 
can pull a twenty-five-rouble bill out of you, he will pull 
it out with his teeth.” 

“He says, ‘git, and you say, ‘twenty-five-rouble 
bill,” Nekhlyvidov thought in the meantime, feeling an 
uncontrollable disgust for this glib man, who by his tone 
wished to show him that he was of the same camp with 
Nekhlyvidov, but entirely apart from the rest of the 
clients who were waiting for him, and from all other 
people. 

“ He has tired me out dreadfully, — he is a worthless 
chap. I wanted to have a breathing spell,” said the 
lawyer, as though to justify himself for not talking busi- 
ness. “ Well, your affair——I have read it carefully and 
‘have not approved of its contents, as Turgénev says; 
that is, he was a miserable lawyer, — he has omitted all 
the causes for annulment.” 

“So what is your decision ?” 

“Ina minute. Tell him,” he turned to the assistant, 
who had just entered, “that it will be as I told him. If 
he can, it is all right; if not, he does not have to.” 

“But he does not agree to it.” 

“He does not have to,” said the lawyer, and his gay 
and gracious face suddenly became gloomy and mean. 

« And they say that lawyers take money for nothing,” 
he said, the previous suavity overspreading his face. “I 
saved a bankrupt debtor from an entirely irregular accu- 
sation, and now they all crawl to me. But every such 
case means an immense amount of labour. As some 
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author has said, we leave a piece of our flesh in the ink- 
stand. 

“Well, as I said, your case, or the case in which you 
are interested,’ he continued, “has been miserably con- 
ducted; there are no good causes for annulment; still 
we shall try, and here is what I have written.” 

He took a sheet of paper covered with writing, and, 
rapidly swallowing some formal words and pronouncing 
others with particular emphasis, began to read: “To the 
Criminal Department of Cassation, etc., such and such a 
one, etc., complaining. By the decree of the verdict, etc., 
of etc., a certain Mdslova was declared guilty of having 
deprived Merchant Smyelkdv of his life by means of 
poison, and by force of art. 1,454 of the Code she has 
been sentenced to, etc., enforced labour, etc.” 

He stopped. In spite of being accustomed to it, he 
evidently listened with pleasure to his own production. 
“ This sentence is the result of so many important judi- 
cial mistakes and errors,” he continued, with emphasis, 
“that it is subject to reversal. In the first place, the 
reading of the report of the investigation of Smyelkév’s 
internal organs was, in the very beginning of the trial, 
interrupted by the presiding judge,— that is one.” 

“ But the prosecuting attorney asked for the reading of 
it,” Nekhlyudov said, in surprise. 

“Makes no difference. The defence might have had 
cause to ask for it.” 

« But there was no earthly use in it.” 

“Still, this is a cause. Further: In the second place, 
Maslova’s counsel,” he continued to read, “ was interrupted 
during his speech by the presiding judge, just as he, de- 
siring to characterize Méslova’s personality, was touching 
on the internal causes of her fall, on the ground that the 
counsel’s words were not relevant to the case, whereas in 
criminal cases, as has repeatedly been passed upon by the 
Senate, the elucidation of the defendant’s character and 
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of his moral traits in general are of prime importance, if 
for nothing else than the correct determination of the 
question of imputation, — that is two,” he said, glancing 
at Nekhlyidov. 

“ But he spoke so wretchedly that it was impossible to 
understand him,” said Nekhlyuidov, even more astonished 
than before. 

“The fellow is stupid, and, of course, could not say 
anything sensible,” Fandrin said, laughing, “ but still it is 
a cause. Well, next: In the third place, in his final 
charge, the presiding judge, contrary to the categorical 
demand of par. 1, art. 801 of the Code of Crim. Jur., 
did not explain to the jury of what juridical elements 
the concept of culpability is composed, and did not tell 
them that they had the right, in assuming as proven the 
fact that Maslova had administered the poison to Smyel- 
kév, not to ascribe to her any guilt in the act, if intent 
of murder was absent, and thus to find her guilty, not of 
the criminal intent, but of the act, as the result of care- 
lessness, from the consequences of which, contrary to 
Maslova’s intent, ensued the merchant's death. This is 
the main thing.” 

“But we ought to have understood that ourselves. It 
was our error.” 

«And, finally, in the fourth place,” continued the 
lawyer, “the question of Méaslova’s guilt was given to 
the jury in a form which contained a palpable contradic- 
tion. Maslova was accused of premeditated murder of 
Smyelkév for purely selfish purposes, which appeared as 
the only motive for the murder; whereas the jury in 
their answer rejected the purpose of robbery and Maslova’s 
participation in the theft of the valuables, — from which 
it is manifest that it was their intention to refute the 
defendant’s premeditation in the murder, and only by 
misunderstanding, caused by the incomplete wording in 
the charge of the presiding Judge, did they not express 
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it in proper form in their answer, and therefore such an 
answer of the jury unconditionally required the applica- 
tion of arts. 816 and 808 of the Code of Crim. Jur., 
that is, the explanation by the presiding judge of the 
error which had been committed, and their return for a 
new consultation in regard to the question of defendant’s 
guilt,” read Fandrin. 

« Why, then, did the presiding judge not do so?” 

“T should myself like to know why,” said Fandrin, 
laughing. 

“Then, you think, the Senate will rectify the error?” 

“That depends upon who will be in the chair at the 
given moment. So here it is. Further I say: Such a 
verdict did not give the court any mght,” he continued, 
in a rapid tone, “to subject Maslova to criminal punish- 
ment, and the application in her case of par. 3, art. 771 
of the Code of Crim. Jur. forms a distinct and important 
violation of the fundamental principles of our criminal 
procedure. On the basis of the facts herein described I 
have the honour of asking, etc., to set aside, in accordance 
with arts. 909, 910, par. 2 of 912, and 928 of the Code 
of Crim. Jur. etc. and to transfer the case into another 
division of the same court for retrial. — So, you see, every- 
thing has been done that can be done. But I shall be 
frank with you, — there is little probability of any success. 
However, everything depends on the composition of the 
Department of the Senate. If you have any influence, 
make a personal appeal.” 

“TI know some people there.” 

“Do it at once, for they will soon leave to cure their 
piles, and then you will have to wait three months. 
In case of a failure, there is still left an appeal to his 
Majesty. This also depends on wire-pulling. In that 
case I am ready to serve you, that is, not in the wire- 
pulling, but in composing the petition.” 

“TI thank you. And your fee—” 
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“ My assistant will give you a clean copy of the appeal, 
and he will tell you.” 

“T wanted to ask you another thing. The prosecuting 
attorney has given me a permit to see that person in 
prison; but there I was told that I should need a special 
.permission from the governor, if I wished to see her at 
any other than the regular time and place. Is that 
necessary ?” 

“Yes, I think so. But now the governor is not here, 
and the vice-governor is performing his duties. He is 
such an all-around fool that you will scarcely get any- 
thing out of him.” 

“Ts it Maslénnikov ?” 

« Yes.” 

“IT know him,” said Nekhlytidov, rising, in order to leave. 

Just then there glided into the room, with a swift motion, 
a fearfully homely, snub-nosed, bony, sallow woman, — 
the lawyer’s wife, who apparently was not in the least 
abashed by her ugliness. She was clad in a most original 
manner, — she was rigged up in something velvety, and 
silky, and bright yellow, and green, and her thin hair 
was all puffed up; she victoriously sailed into the waiting- 
room, accompanied by a lank, smiling man with an earthen 
hue on his face, in a coat with silk lapels, and a white 
tie. It was an author, whom Nekhlyidov knew by sight. 

“ Anatél,” she proclaimed, opening the door. “Come 
to my apartment. Semén Ivénovich has promised to 
read his poem, and you must by all means read about 
Garshin.” 

“ Please, prince,——I know you and consider an intro- 
duction superfluous, — come to our literary matinée! It 
will be very interesting. Anatdél reads beautifully.” 

“You see how many different things I have to do,” 
said Anatél, waving his hands, smiling, and pointing to 
his wife, meaning to say that it was impossible to with- 
stand such an enchantress. 
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Nekhlytidov thanked the lawyer’s wife, with a sad and 
stern expression and with the greatest civility, for the 
honour of the invitation, but excused himself for lack of 
time, and went into the waiting-room. 

“ How finical,” the lawyer's wife said of him, when he 
left. 

In the waiting-room, the assistant handed Nekhlyudov 
the prepared petition, and, to the question about the fee, 
he said that Anatéli Petrévich had put it at one thousand 
roubles, adding that Anatéli Petrévich did not generally 
take such cases, but he had done so to accommodate him. 

“Who must sign the petition?” asked Nekhlyudov. 

“The defendant herself may; but if her signature is 
difficult to get, Anatéli Petrévich will do so, after getting 
her power of attorney.” 

“T will go down myself and get her signature,” said 
Nekhlytidov, happy to have a chance of seeing her before 
the appointed day. 


XLVI. 


At the usual time the whistles of the wardens were 
sounded along the corridors; clanking the iron, the doors 
of the corridors and cells were opened; there was a plash- 
ing of bare feet and of the heels of the prison shoes; the 
privy-cleaners passed along the corridors, filling the air 
with a nauseating stench; the prisoners washed and 
dressed themselves, and came out into the corridors for 
the roll-call, after which they went for the boiling water 
to make tea with. 

During the tea, animated conversations were held in 
all the cells of the prison in regard to the two prisoners 
who on that day were to be flogged with switches. One 
of these was an intelligent young man, clerk Vasilev, who 
had killed his sweetheart in a fit of jealousy. The fellow 
prisoners of his cell liked him for his jollity, generosity, 
and firmness in respect to the authorities. He knew the 
laws and demanded their execution. For this the prison 
officials did not ike him. Three weeks before, a warden 
had struck a privy-cleaner for having spilled the liquid 
on his new uniform. Vasflev took the privy-cleaner’s 
part, saying that there was no law which permitted him 
to strike a prisoner. “I will show you a law,” said the 
warden, and called Vasflev names. Vasflev paid him 
back in the same coin. The warden wanted to strike him, 
but Vasflev caught hold of his hands, holding them thus 
for about three minutes, when he turned him around and 
kicked him out. The warden entered a complaint, and the 
superintendent ordered Vasflev to be placed in a carcer. 

The carcers were a series of dark store-rooms, which 
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were locked from the outside by iron bars. In the dark, 
cold carcer there was neither a bed, nor table, nor chair, 
so that the person confined there had to sit or lie on the 
dirty floor, where he was overrun by rats, of which there 
were a large number, which were so bold that it was 
impossible in the darkness to save the bread. They ate 
it out of the hands of the prisoners, and even attacked 
them, the moment they ceased to stir. Vasflev said that 
he would not go to the carcer, because he was not guilty 
of anything. He was taken there by force. He offered 
resistance, and two prisoners helped him to get away 
from the wardens. The wardens came together, and 
among them Petrév, famous for his strength. The pris- 
oners were subdued and placed in the carcers. A report 
was immediately made to the governor that something 
like a riot had taken place. A reply was received, in 
which it was decreed that the two instigators, Vasflev 
and vagabond Nepémnyashchi, should get thirty blows 
with switches. 

The castigation was to be administered in the women’s 
visiting-room. All the inmates of the prison had known 
of this since the previous evening, and the impending 
castigation formed the subject of animated discussions. 

Korabléva, Beauty, Feddésya, and Maslova were sitting 
in their corner, and all of them, red in their faces and 
agitated, having drunk brandy, which now was continu- 
ally imbibed by Maslova, and te which she liberally 
treated her companions, were drinking tea and discussing 
the same matter. 

“ He has not been riotous,” said Korabléva of Vasflev, 
biting off tiny pieces of sugar with all her sound teeth. 
“He only took his comrade’s part, because it is against 
the law now to strike a person.” , 

“They say he is a good fellow,” added Feddsya, with 
her long braids uncovered, who was sitting on a piece of 
wood near the bench on which the teapot was standing. 
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“You ought to tell him, Mikhdylovna,” the flagwoman 
addressed Mdslova, meaning Nekhlyddov by “ him.” 

“T will tell him. He will do anything for me,” replied 
Maslova, smiling and tossing her head. 

“ But it will be a while before he comes, and they say 
‘they have just gone for them,” said Feddésya. “It is 
ternble,” she added, with a sigh. 

“I once saw them flogging a peasant in the office of 
the township. Father-in-law had sent me to the village 
elder; when I arrived there, behold —” and the flag- 
woman began a long story. 

The flagwoman’s story was interrupted by the sound of 
voices and steps in the upper corridor. 

The women grew quiet and listened. 

“ They have dragged him away, the devils,” said Beauty. 
“They will give him a terrible flogging, for the wardens 
are dreadfully angry at him; he gives them no rest.” 

Everything quieted down up-stairs, and the flagwoman 
ended her story, how she had been frightened in the town- 
ship office, as they were flogging a peasant in the bam, 
and how all her entrails had felt like leaping out. Beauty 
then told how Shcheglév had been flogged with whips, 
and how he had not uttered a sound. Then Fedésya took 
the tea away, and Korabléva and the flagwoman began to 
sew, while Maslova sat up on the bench, embracing her 
knees, and pining away from ennui. She was on the 
point of lying down to take a nap, when the matron 
called her to the office to see a visitor. 

* Do tell him about us,” said old woman Menshév to 
her, while Mdslova was arranging her kerchief before the 
mirror, of which half the quicksilver was worn off. “We 
did not commit the arson, but he himself, the scoundrel, 
and the labourer saw it; he would not kill a soul. Tell 
him to call out Mftri. M{ftri will make it as plain to him 
as if it were in the palm of his hand. Here we are locked 
up, whereas we know nothing about it, while he, the scoun- 
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drel, is disporting with another man’s wife, and staying all 
the time in an inn.” 

«This is against the law,” Korabléva confirmed her. 

“JT will tell him, I certainly will,” replied Maslova. 
“Let me have a drink to brace me up,” she added, wink- 
ing with one eye. Korabléva filled half a cup for her. 
Méslova drained it, wiped her lips, and in the happiest 
frame of mind, repeating the words, “To brace me up,” 
shaking her head, and smiling, followed the matron into 
the corridor. 


XLVIL 


NEKHLYtpov had long been waiting for her in the 
vestibule. Upon arriving at the prison, he rang the bell 
at the entrance door, and handed the warden of the day 
the prosecuting attorney’s permit. 

“Whom do you want to see?” 

“Prisoner Méslova.” 

«You can’t now; the superintendent is busy.” 

“Ts he in the office?” asked Nekhlytidov. 

“No, here in the visitors’ room,” the warden replied 
with embarrassment, as Nekhlyudov thought. 

“Ts to-day reception-day ?” 

“No, there is some special business,” he said. 

“ How, then, can I see him?” 

“When he comes out, you may speak to him. Wait 
awhile.” 

Just then a sergeant, in sparkling galloons and with a 
beaming, shining face and a moustache saturated with 
tobacco smoke, came in through a side door and sternly 
addressed the warden. 

“Why did you let him in here? To the office —” 

“T was told that the superintendent was here,” Nekh- 
lytidov said, wondering at the unrest which was percepti- 
ble in the sergeant, too. 

Just then the inner door was opened, and perspiring, 
excited Petrédv came in. 

“He will remember this,” he said, turning to the ser- 
geant. The sergeant indicated Nekhlytidov by a glance, 
and Petrév grew silent, frowned, and passed out through 
the back door. 
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“Who will remember? Why are they all so embar- 
rassed? Why did the sergeant make such a sign to 
him?” thought Nekhlytdov. 

“You cannot wait here. Please, come to the office,” 
the sergeant again addressed Nekhlytidov, and Nekhlytidov 
was about to go, when the superintendent entered through 
the back door, even more embarrassed than his subordi- 
nates. He was sighing all the time. Upon noticing 
Nekhlytidov, he turned to the warden. 

“ Feddétov, bring Maslova from the fifth of the women to 
the office,” he said. 

“ Please, follow me,” he said to Nekhlytidov. They 
went over a steep staircase to a small room with one 
window, with a writing-desk, and a few chairs. The 
superintendent sat down. “Hard, hard duties,” he said, 
turning to Nekhlytidov, and taking out a fat ciga- 
rette. 

«You are evidently tired,” said Nekhlytidov. 

“«T am tired of this whole service, the duties are 
very hard. You try to alleviate their lot, and it turns 
out worse. All I am thinking of is how to get away. 
Hard, hard duties.” 

Nekhlytidov did not know what that difficulty of the 
superintendent's was, but on that day he noticed in him a 
peculiar, gloomy, and hopeless mood, which evoked his 
sympathy. 

“Yes, I suppose it is very hard,” he said. “ But why 
do you execute this duty ?” 

“I have no other means, and I have a family.” 

“But if it is hard for you —” 

“Still, I must tell you, Iam doing some good, so far as 
in my power lies; I alleviate wherever I can. Many 
a man would do differently in my place. It is not an 
easy matter to take care of two thousand people, and such 
people! One must know how to treat them. I feel like 
pitying them. And yet I dare not be too indulgent.” 
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The superintendent told of a recent brawl between the 
prisoners, which had ended in murder. 

His story was interrupted by the arrival of Méslova, 
preceded by a warden. 

Nekhlytidov saw her in the door, before she noticed the 
‘superintendent. Her face was red. She walked briskly 
back of the warden, and kept smiling and shaking her 
head. Upon observing the superintendent, she glanced 
at him with a frightened expression, but immediately 
regained her composure, and boldly and cheerfully 
addressed Nekhlytidov. 

“Good morning,” she said, in a singsong voice, and 
smiling ; she shook his hand firmly, not as at the previous 
meeting. 

“T have brought you a petition to sign,” said Nekh- 
lyuidov, somewhat surprised at the bolder manner with 
which she now met him. “The lawyer has written this 
petition, and now you have to sign it before it is sent to 
St. Petersburg.” 

“Very well, 1 shall sign it. One may do anything,” 
she said, blinking with one eye, and smiling. 

Nekhlyvidov drew the folded sheet out of his pocket 
and went up to the table. 

“ May she sign it here?” Nekhlyvidov asked the super- 
intendent. 

“Come here and sit down,” said the superintendent. 
“ Here is a pen. Can you write ?” 

“T once knew how,” she said, and, smiling and adjust- 
ing her skirt and the sleeve of her bodice, sat down at 
the table, awkwardly took up the pen with her small, 
energetic hand, and, laughing, glanced at Nekhlytdov. 

He showed her where and what to write. Carefully 
dipping and shaking off the pen, she signed her name. 

“Tg this all?” she asked, glancing now at Nekhlyiidov, 
now at the superintendent, and placing the pen now on 
the inkstand and now on some papers. 
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«I have something to tell you,” said Nekhlyiidov, 
eaking the pen out of her hand. 

“Very well, tell it,” she said, suddenly becoming se- 
rious, as though meditating about something, or wanting 
to fall asleep. 

The superintendent arose and went out, and Nekh- 
lyvidov was left alone with her. 


XLVIIL 


THE warden who had brought Mdslova sat down on the 
window-sill, at a distance from the table. For Nekh- 
lyvidov the decisive moment had arrived. He was 
continually reproaching himself for not having told her 
the main thing at their first meeting, namely, that he 
wished to marry her, and so he decided to tell her now. 
She was sitting at one side of the table, and Nekhlytidov 
sat down opposite her, on the other side. The room was 
light, and Nekhlytidov for the first time clearly saw her 
face, close to him; he saw the wrinkles near her eyes 
and lips and swollen eyelids, and he felt even more pity 
for her than before. 

Leaning over the table, so as not to be heard by the 
warden, a man of Jewish type, with grayish side-whiskers, 
who was sitting at the window,—the only one in the 
room, — he said : 

“Tf the petition does not bear fruit, we shall appeal to 
his Majesty. We shall do all that can be done.” 

“« The main thing would be to have a good lawyer —” 
she interrupted him. “ My counsel was an all-around 
fool. He did nothing but make me compliments,” she 
said, smiling. “If they had known then that I was 
acquainted with you, things would have gone differently. 
But as things are, everybody thinks that I am a thief.” 

« How strange she is to-day,” thought Nekhlyifidov, and 
was on the point of saying something when she began to 
speak again. 

“This is what I have to say. There is an old woman 
confined with us, and all, you know, are marvelling at 
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her. Such a fine old woman, and yet she is imprisoned 
fr nothing, and so is her son, and all know that they are 
not guilty; they are accused of incendiarism. She heard, 
you know, that I am acquainted with you,” said Maéslova, 
turning her head and looking at him, “so she said, ‘ Tell 
him about it, that he may call out my son, who will 
tell him the fact.’ Menshév is their name. Well, will you 
do it? You know, she is such a charming old woman: 
anybody can see that she is innocent. My dear, do some- 
thing for them,” she said, glancing at him, lowering her 
eyes, and smiling. 

“Very well, I shall find out and do what I can,” said 
Nekhlyidov, wondering ever more at her ease. “ But I 
want to speak to you about my affair. Do you re- 
member what I told you the last time?” he said. 

“You said many things. What did you say then?” 
she said, smiling all the time, and turning her head now 
to one side and now to another. 

“T said that I came to ask your forgiveness,” he said. 

“What is the use all the time asking to be forgiven ? 
What good will that do? You had better —” 

« That I want to atone for my guilt,” continued Nekh- 
lytidov, “and to atone not in words, but in deeds. I have 
decided to marry you —” 

Her face suddenly expressed affright. Her squinting 
eyes stood motionless and gazed at him. 

“What do you want that for?” she said, with a scowl 

“T feel that I ought to do so before God.” 

“ What God have you found there? You are not talk- 
ing the right thing. God? What God? You ought to 
have thought of God then —” she said, and, opening her 
mouth, stopped. 

Nekhlytidov only now smelled her strong breath of 
liquor, and understood the cause of her agitation. 

“Calm yourself,” he said. 

“There is nothing to calm myself about; you think 
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that I am drunk. So I am, but I know what I am say- 
ing!” she spoke rapidly, with a purple blush. “I am& 
convict, a whore, but you are a gentleman, a prince, and 
you have no business soiling yourself with me. Go to 
your princesses ; my price is a red bank-note.” 

“ However cruelly you may speak, you cannot say all 
that I feel,” Nekhlyvidov said, softly, all in a tremble. 
“You cannot imagine to what extent I feel my guilt 
toward you !” 

“Feel my guilt—”she mocked him, with malice. 
“ Then you did not feel, but stuck one hundred roubles 
in my bosom. That is your price —” 

“TI know, I know, but what is to be done now ?” said 
Nekhlytidov. “I have made up my mind that I will not 
leave you. I will do what I have told you I would.” 

“ And I say you will not do so,” she cried, laughing out 
oud. 

“ Katytisha!” he began, touching her hand. 

“Go away from me. I am a convict, and you are 
& prince, and you have no business here,” she exclaimed, 
all transformed by her anger, and pulling her hand away 
from him. 

“ ‘You want to save yourself through me,” she continued, 
hastening to utter everything that was rising in her soul. 
“You have enjoyed me in this world, and you want to get 
your salvation through me in the world to come! I loathe 
you, and your glasses, and your fat, accursed mug. Go 
away, go away!” she cried, springing to her feet with an 
energetic motion. 

The warden walked up to them. 

“ Don’t make such a scandal. It will not do—” 

“ Leave her alone, if you please,” said Nekhlyudov. 

“] just wanted her not to forget herself,” said the 
warden. 

“No, just wait awhile, if you please,” said Nekhlyvidov. 

The warden walked back to the window. 
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Méslova sat down again, lowering her eyes and tightly 
dlasping her small hands with their fingers crossed. 

Nekhlyvidov was standing over her, not knowing what 
to do. 

“You do not believe me,” he said. 

«That you will marry me? That will never happen. I 
will hang myself rather than marry you! So there you 
have it.” 

“ Still I will serve you.” 

“That is your affair. Only I do not need anything 
from you. I am telling you the truth,” she said. 

“Why did I not die then?” she added, bursting out 
into pitiful tears. 

Nekhlytidov could not speak, for her tears were com- 
municated to him. 

She raised her head, looked at him, as though in sur- 
prise, and began with her kerchief to dry the tears that 
were coursing down her cheeks. 

The warden now came up and reminded them that the 
time had expired. 

Ma4slova got up. 

“You are excited now. If I can,I1 shall be here to- 
morrow. In the meantime think it over,” said Nekhlyt- 
dov. 

She did not reply, and, without looking at him, went 
out with the warden. 

“Well, girl, you will have a fine time now,” Karabléva 
said to Maslova, when she returned to the cell. “He is 
evidently dreadfully stuck on you. Be on the lookout 
while he comes to see you. He will release you. Rich 
people can do everything.” 

“ That’s so,” said the flagwoman, in her singsong voice. 
“Let a poor man marry, and the night is too short; but 
a rich man,—Jet him make up his mind for anything, 
and everything will happen as he wishes. My darling, 
we once had such a respectable gentleman who — ” 
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“Well, did you speak to him about my affair?” the 
old woman asked. 

Méslova did not reply to her companions, but lay down 
on the bench and, fixing her squinting eyes upon the 
corner, lay thus until evening. An agonizing work was 
going on within her. That which Nekhlyudov had told 
her brought her back to the world, in which she had suf- 
fered, and which she had left, without understanding it, 
and hating it. She now lost the oblivion in which she 
had been living, and yet it was too painful to live with a 
clear memory of what had happened. 


XLIX. 


“So this it is, this it is,” thought Nekhlyvidov, upon 
coming away from the jail, and now for the first time 
grasping his whole guilt. If he had not tried to atone, to 
expiate his deed, he would never have felt the extent of 
his crime; moreover, she would not have become con- 
scious of the whole wrong which was done her. Only 
now everything had come to the surface, in all its terror. 
He now saw for the first time what it was he had done 
with the soul of that woman, and she saw and compre- 
hended what had been done toher. Before this, Nekhlyu- 
dov had been playing with his sentiment of self-adulation 
and of repentance, and now he simply felt terribly. To 
cast her off, that, he felt, he never could do, and yet he 
could not imagine what would come of his relations with 
her. 

At the entrance, Nekhlytidov was approached by a 
warden, with crosses and decorations, who, with a disa- 
greeable and insinuating face and in a mysterious manner, 
handed him a note. 

« Here is a note to your Serenity from a person —” he 
said, giving Nekhlyudov an envelope. 

“ What person ?” 

“ Read it, and you will see. A political prisoner. I 
am a warden of that division, — so she asked me to give 
it to you. Although this is not permitted, yet human- 
ity —” the warden said, in an unnatural voice. 

Nekhlytidov was amazed to see a warden of the polit- 
ical division handing him a note, in the prison itself, almost 
in view of everybody. He did not yet know that this war- 
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den was also a spy, but he took the note and read it as 
he came out of the jail The note was written with a 
pencil, in a bold hand, in reformed orthography, and ran 
as follows : 


“Having learned that you are visiting the prison in 
interest of a criminal prisoner, I wanted to meet you. Ask 
for an interview with me. You will get the permission, 
and I will tell you many important things, both for your 
protégée and for our group. Ever grateful 

“ Vyftra BocoptKHovskKI.” 


Vyéra Bogodukhovski had been a teacher in the wilder- 
nesses of the Government of Névgorod, whither Nekhlyt- 
dov had gone to hunt with some comrades of his. This 
teacher had turned to him with the request to give her 
money with which to attend the higher courses. Nekhlyu- 
dov had given her the money and had forgotten all about 
it. Now it turned out that this lady was a political crim- 
inal, and in prison, where, no doubt, she had heard of his 
affair, and now proposed her services to him. 

How easy and simple everything had been then. And 
how hard and complicated everything was now. Nekb- 
lyuidov vividly and with pleasure thought of that time 
and of his acquaintance with Vyéra Bogodukhovski. 
That happened before the Butter-week, in the wilderness, 
about sixty versts from the nearest railroad. The chase 
had been successful; they had killed two bears, and were 
at dinner, before their departure, when the proprietor of 
the cabin in which they were stopping came in and 
announced that the deacon’s daughter had come to see 
Prince Nekhlytidov. “Is she pretty?” somebody asked. 
“Please, don’t,” said Nekhlytidov, looking serious; he 
rose from table, wiped his mouth, and wondering what 
the deacon’s daughter could wish of him, went into the 
landlord’s room. 
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The girl was there. She wore a felt hat and a fur 
coat; she was venous, and had a thin, homely face, but 
her eyes, with the brows arching upwards, were beautiful. 

«Vyéra Efrémovna, speak with him,” said the old 
hostess ; “this is the prince. I shall go out.” 

« What can I do for you?” said Nekhlyudov. 

«J—JI— You see, you are rich, you squander money 
on trifles,on the chase, I know,” began the girl, dread- 
fully embarrassed, “and I want only one thing, —I want 
to be useful to people, and I can’t because I know 
nothing.” 

Her eyes were sincere and kindly, and the whole ex- 
pression, both of her determination and timidity, was so 
pathetic that Nekhlyudov, as sometimes happened with 
him, at once put himself in her place, and he understood 
and pitied her. 

“What can I do for you?” 

“Tam a teacher, but should like to attend the higher 
courses. They won't let me. Not exactly they won't 
let me, but they have no means. Give me the necessary 
money, and I will pay you back when I am through 
with my studies. I have been thinking that rich people 
bait bears and give peasants to drink, —— and that all that 
is bad. Why could they not do some good, too? All I 
need is eighty roubles. And if you do not wish to do 
me the favour, well and good,” she said, angrily. 

“Qn the contrary, I am very much obliged to you for 
giving me this opportunity —I shall bring it to you in 
a minute,” said Nekhlytidov. 

He went into the vestibule, and there met his compan- 
ion, who had heard the whole conversation. Without 
replying to the jokes of his comrades, he took the money 
out of his pouch, and brought it out to her. 

“ Please, please, don’t thank me for it. It is I who 
must be thankful.” 

It now gave Nekhlytidov pleasure to think of all that; 
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it gave him pleasure to think how he came very near 
quarrelling with an officer who wanted to make a bad 
joke about it; and how another comrade defended him; 
and how, on account of that, he became a close friend of 
his; and how the whole chase had been successful and 
happy ; and how good he felt as they were returning in 
the night to the railroad station. The procession of two- 
horse sleighs moved in single file, noiselessly trotting 
along the narrow road through the forest, with its tall 
trees here and its bushes there, and its firs shrouded in 
thick layers of snow. Somebody, flashing a red fire 
in the darkness, lighted a fragrant cigarette. Osip, the 
bear driver, ran from sleigh to sleigh, knee-deep in 
the snow, straightening things out, and telling about the 
elks that now walked over the deep snow, gnawing at 
the aspen bark, and about the bears that now lay in their 
hidden lairs, exhaling their warm breath through the 
air-holes. Nekhlytidov thought of all that, and, above 
all else, of the blissful consciousness of his health and 
strength and a life free from cares. His lungs, expand- 
ing against the fur coat, inhaled the frosty air; upon his 
face dropped the snowflakes from the branches which 
were touched by the horses’ arches; and on his soul 
there were no cares, no regrets, no fear, no desires. How 
good it all was! And now? O Lord, how painful and 
oppressive ! 

Obviously Vyéra Efrémovna was a revolutionist, and 
now confined in prison for revolutionist affairs. He 
ought to see her, especially since she promised to advise 
him how to improve Maéslova’s situation. 


L. 


Uron awakening the next morning, Nekhlyuidov re- 
called everything that had happened the day before, and 
he was horrified. 

Still, notwithstanding his terror, he decided, more firmly 
than ever before, to continue the work which he had 

un. 

With this feeling of the consciousness of his duty, he 
left the house, and rode to Maslénnikov, to ask for the 
permission to visit in the jail, not only Maslova, but also 
the old woman Menshév and her son, for whom Méslova 
had interceded. He also wished to be permitted to see 
Vyéra Bogodtikhovski, who might be useful to Mdslova. 

Nekhlytidov used to know Maslénnikov in the army. 
Maslénnikov was then the regiment’s treasurer. He was 
a very good-hearted, most obedient officer, who knew 
nothing and wanted to know nothing but the regiment 
and the imperial family. Now Nekhlytidov found him 
as an administrator, who had exchanged the regiment for 
a Government and its office. He was married to a rich 
and vivacious woman, who compelled him to leave his 
military service for a civil appointment. 

She made fun of him and petted him like a docile 
animal. Nekhlytidov had once been at their house the 
winter before, but he found the couple so uninteresting 
that he never called again. 

Maslénnikov beamed with joy when he saw Nekhlyii- 
dov. He had the same fat, red face, and the same cor- 
pulence, and the same gorgeous attire that distinguished 
him in the army. There it had been an ever clean uni- 
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form, which fitted over his shoulders and breast accord- 
ing to the latest demands of fashion, or a fatigue coat. 
Here it was a civil officer’s dress, of the latest fashion, 
which fitted just as snugly over his well-fed body and 
displayed a broad chest. He was clad in his vice-uniform. 
Notwithstanding the disparity of their years (Maslénni- 
kov was about forty), they spoke “ thou” to each other. 

“Well, I am glad you have come. Let us go to my 
wife. I have just ten minutes free before the meeting. 
My chief is away, and so I rule the Government,” he 
said with a pleasure which he could not conceal. 

«“ T have come on business to you.” 

“What is it?” Maslénnikov said, as though on his 
guard, in a frightened and somewhat severe tone. 

“In the jail there is a person in whom I am very much 
interested ” (at the word “ jail” Maslénnikov’s face looked 
sterner still), “and I should like to meet that person, not 
in the general reception-room, but in the office, and not 
only on stated days, but oftener. I was told that this 
depended on you.” 

“ Of course, mon cher, I am ready to do anything I can 
for you,” said Maslénnikov, touching his knees with both 
hands, as though to mollify his majesty. “I can do that, 
but, you see, 1 am caliph only for an hour.” 

“So you will give me a permit to see her?” 

“Tt is a woman?” 

“ Yes.” 

“ What is she there for?” 

“For poisoning. But she is irregularly condemned.” 

“So there you have a just court; dds nen font point 
d autres,” he said, for some reason in French. “I know 
you do not agree with me, but what is to be done? c’est 
mon opinion bien arrétée,” he added, expressing an opinion . 
which he had for a year been reading in various forms in 
the retrograde conservative papers. “I know you are* 
a liberal.” 
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“I do not know whether I am a liberal or anything 
else,” Nekhlytidov said, smiling; he was always surprised 
to find that he was supposed to belong to some party and 
to be called a liberal because, in judging a man, he used to 
say that all are equal before the law, that people ought 
not to be tortured and flogged, especially if they had not 
been tried. “I donot know whether I am a liberal or not, 
but I am sure that the courts we now have, whatever 
their faults may be, are better than those we used to 
have.” 

“Who is your lawyer?” 

“TI have applied to Fandrin.” 

«Ah, Fandrin!” said Maslénnikov, frowning, recall- 
ing how, the year before, that Fandrin had examined 
him as a witness at court, and how for half an hour he 
had with the greatest politeness subjected him to ridicule. 

“T should advise you not to have anything to do with 
him. Fandrin est wn homme taré.” 

“JT have also another request to make of you,” Nekh- 
lytidov said, without answering him. “I used to know a 
girl, a school-teacher,—she is a very pitiable creature, 
and she also is now in jail and wants to see me. Can 
you give me a permit to see her, too?” 

Maslénnikov bent his head a little sidewise .and fell 
to musing. 

“Ts she ® political ?” 

“So I was told.” 

« You see, interviews with political prisoners are allowed 
only to relatives, but I will give you a general permit. 
Je sais que vous n’abuserez pas — 

“What is her name? Your protégée — Bogodtikhov- 
ski? ile est jolie?” 

“ Hideuse.” 

Maslénnikov shook his head in disapproval, went up 

*to the table, and upon a sheet of paper with a printed 
heading wrote in a bold hand: “ The bearer of this, Prince 
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Dmitri Ivanovich Nekhlytidov, is herewith permitted to 
see in the prison office the inmate of the castle Burgess 
Méslova, and also Assistant Surgeon Bogodtikhovski,” he 
added, and finished with a sweeping flourish. 

“You will see what order they keep there. It is very 
difficult to keep order there, because everything is crowded, 
especially with transport convicts; but I watch the whole 
business carefully, and I love it. "You will find them all 
in good condition, and they are satisfied. One must know 
how to treat them. The other day there was an unpleas- 
ant affair, —a case of disobedience. Anybody else would 
have at once declared it to be a conspiracy, and would 
have made it hard for many. But with us everything 
passed quite well. One must show, on the one hand, 
great care, and on the other, a firm hand,” he said, com- 
pressing his white, plump hand, which stuck out from 
the white, stiff shirt-sleeve with its gold cuff-button, and 
displaying a turquoise ring, “care and a firm hand.” 

“T don’t know about that,” said Nekhlyudov. “I was 
there twice, and I felt dreadfully oppressed.” 

“Do you know what? You ought to meet Countess 
Paéssek,” continued talkative Maslénnikov; “she has 
devoted herself entirely to this matter. ile fait beau- 
coup de bien. Thanks to her, and, perhaps, to me, I may 
say so without false modesty, it was possible to change 
everything, and to change it in such a way that the 
terrible things that were there before have been removed, 
and that the prisoners are quite comfortable there. You 
will see for yourself. But hereis Fandrin, I do not know 
him personally, and in my public position our paths 
diverge,—he is positively a bad man, and he takes the 
liberty of saying such things in court, such things —” 

“TI thank you,” said Nekhlyudov, taking the paper; 
without listening to the end of what he had to say, he 
bade his former comrade good-bye. 

«Won't you go to see my wife?” 
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“No, you must pardon me, but I am busy now.” 

“How is that? She will not forgive me,” said Maslén- 
nikov, accompanying his former companion as far as the 
first landing of the staircase, just as he did with people 
not of the first, but of the second importance, such as he 
considered Nekhlyudov to be. “Do goin for a minute!” 

But Nekhlytidov remained firm, and just as the lackey 
and porter rushed up to Nekhlytidov and, handing him 
his overcoat and cane, opened for him the door, in front 
of which stood a policeman, he said that he could not 
under any circumstances just now. 

“Well, then, come on Thursday, if you please. That is 
her reception-day. I shall tell her you are coming,” 
Maslénnikov cried down the stairs to him. 


LL 


Havina on that day gone from Maslénnikov straight 
to the prison, Nekhlyvidov directed his steps to the 
familiar apartments of the superintendent. Again, as be- 
fore, the sounds of the miserable piano were heard ; now it 
was not the rhapsody that was being played, but Clementi’s 
études, again with unusual power, distinctness, and rapid- 
ity. The chambermaid with the bandaged eye, who 
opened the door, said that the captain was at home, and 
led Nekhlyvidov into a small drawing-room, with a divan, 
a table, and a large lamp with a rose-coloured paper shade 
burnt on one side, which was standing on a woollen 
embroidered napkin. The superintendent, with a care- 
worn, gloomy face, entered the room. 

“What is it, if you please?” he said, buttoning the 
middle button of his uniform. 

“T saw the vice-governor, and here is the permit,” 
said Nekhlyvidov, handing him the paper. “I should 
like to see Maslova.” 

“ Markova?” asked the superintendent, not being able 
to hear well through the sounds of the music. 

“« Méslova.” 

“Qh, yes! Oh, yes!” 

The superintendent arose and walked up to the door, 
from which were heard Clementi’s roulades. 

“ Marusya, stop for just a minute,” he said, in a voice 
which showed that the music was the cross of his life, 
“for I can’t hear a word.” 

The piano was silenced; dissatisfied steps were heard, 
and somebody peeped through the door. 

255 


256 RESURRECTION 


The superintendent seemed to feel a relief from the 
cessation of that music: he lighted a cigarette of weak 
tobacco, and offered one to Nekhlyudov, who declined it. 

« So, as I said, I should like to see Méslova.” 

«That you may,” said the superintendent. 

« What are you doing there?” he addressed a little girl 
of five or six years of age, who had entered the room 
and was walking toward her father, turning all the time 
in such a way as not to take her eyes off Nekhlytdov. 
“If you don’t look out, you will fall,” said the superintend- 
ent, smiling as he saw the child, who was not looking 
ahead of her, catch her foot in the rug, and run to him. 

“Tf I may, I should like to go there.” 

“Tt is not convenient to see Mdslova to-day,” said the 
superintendent. : 

“Why?” 

“Tt is your own fault,” said the superintendent, with a 
slight smile. “ Prince, don’t give her any money. If you 
wish, give it to me for her. Everything will belong to 
her. But you, no doubt, gave her money yesterday, 
and she got liquor,—#it is impossible to root out this 
evil,— and she has been so drunk to-day that she is in a 
riotous mood.” 

“Ts it possible ?” 

“Truly. I had even to use severe measures, and to 
transfer her to another cell. She is otherwise a peaceful 
woman, but don’t give her any money. They are such a 
lot —” 

Nekhlytidov vividly recalled yesterday's scene, and he 
again felt terrible. 

“And may I see Vyéra Bogodtikhovski, a political 
prisoner?” asked Nekhlytidov, after a moments silence. 

«Yes, you may,” said the superintendent, embracing 
the little girl, who was all the time watching Nekhlyt- 
dov ; he rose, and, gently pushing the girl aside, went into 
the antechamber. 
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The superintendent had not yet succeeded in putting 
on his overcoat, which was handed to him by the servant 
with the bandaged eye, and getting out of the door, 
when Clementi’s clear-cut roulades began to ripple once 
more. 

“She was in the conservatory, but there were dis- 
orders there. She has great talent,” said the superin- 
tendent, descending the staircase. “She wants to appear 
in concerts.” 

The superintendent and Nekhlytidov walked over to 
the jail. The gate immediately opened at the approach 
of the superintendent. The wardens, saluting him by 
putting their hands to their visors, followed him with 
their eyes. Four men, with heads half-shaven, and carry- 
ing some vats with something or other, met them in the 
anteroom, and they all pressed against the wall when 
they saw him. One especially crouched and scowled, his 
black eyes sparkling. 

“Of course the talent has to be developed and must 
not be buried; but in a small house it is pretty hard,” 
the superintendent continued the conversation, not paying 
the slightest attention to the prisoners; dragging along 
his weary legs, he passed, accompanied by Nekhlytidov, 
into the assembly-room. 

“Who is it you wish to see?” 

“ Vyéra Bogodukhovski.” 

“Tg she in the tower? You will have to wait a little,” 
he turned to Nekhlyvidov. 

“And can I not in the meantime see the prisoners 
Menshév, — mother and son, accused of arson ?” 

«That is from cell twenty-one. Very well, I shall 
have them come out.” 

“May I not see Menshév in his cell ?” 

“You will be more comfortable in the assembly-room.” 

«No, it would interest me more there.” 

“ What interest can you find there?” 
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Just then the dandyish assistant came out of the side 
door. 

« Please, take the prince to Menshév’s cell. Cell twenty- 
one,” the superintendent said to his assistant, “and then 
I shall have her out in the office; I shall have her out. 
What is her name ?” 

“ Vyéra Bogodtikhovski,” said Nekhlyudov. 

The assistant superintendent was a blond young officer, 
with blackened moustache, who was spreading around 
him an atmosphere of eau de Cologne. 

«Please, follow me,” he turned to Nekhlytidov with a 
pleasant smile. “Are you interested in our establish- 
ment ?” 

“Yes; and I am also interested in that man, who, so I 
was told, is quite innocent.” 

The assistant shrugged his shoulders. 

“Yes, such things happen,” be answered calmly, po- 
litely letting the visitor pass before him into the stinking 
corridor. “Often they lie. If you please !” 

The doors of some cells were open, and a few prisoners 
were in the corridor. Barely nodding to the wardens and 
looking askance at the prisoners, who hugged the wall 
and went into their cells, or stopped at the door and, 
holding their arms down their legs, in soldier fashion 
followed the officer with their eyes, the assistant took 
Nekhlytidov through one corridor, then to another on the 
left, which was barred by an iron door. 

This corridor was darker and more malodorous than 
the first. Padlocked doors shut off this corridor at both 
ends. In these doors there were little loopholes, called 
“eyelets,” about an inch in diameter. There was no one 
in the corridor but an old warden with a sad, wrinkled face. 

“ Where is Menshév?” the assistant asked the warden. 

“The eighth on the left.” 

“ And are these occupied?” asked Nekhlyudov. 

“ They are all occupied but one.” 


LIT. 


“May I look in?” asked Nekhlyvidov. 

“Tf you please,” the assistant said, with a pleasant 
smile, and turned to the warden to ask him something. 

Nekhlytidov looked into one loophole: a tall young 
man, with a small black beard, wearing nothing but his 
underclothes, was rapidly walking up and down; upon 
hearing a rustling sound at the door, he looked up, 
frowned, and proceeded to walk. 

Nekhlyuidov peeped into another loophole. His eye 
met another large frightened eye, which was looking 
through the hole, and he hurriedly stepped aside. Upon 
looking through a third loophole, he saw a man of dimin- 
utive size, with his head covered by a cloak, all rolled up 
in a heap and asleep. In a fourth cell sat a broad-faced, 
pale man, with his head drooping low, and his elbows 
resting upon his knees. When he heard the steps, he 
raised his head and looked toward the door. In his 
whole countenance, but especially in his large eyes, was 
an expression of hopeless pining. Evidently it did not 
interest him to know who it was that was peeping into 
his cell. Whoever it may have been, he did not expect 
anything good from him. Nekhlyiidov felt terribly ill at 
ease ; he ceased looking in, and went up to cell twenty- 
one, where Menshév was confined. The warden turned 
the key and opened the door. A young, venous fellow, 
with a long neck, with kindly round eyes and a small 
beard, was standing near his cot; he hurriedly put on his 
cloak and, with a frightened face, looked at those who 
had entered. Nekhlyvidov was particularly struck by his 
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kindly round eyes, that glided with an interrogative and 
frightened glance from him to the warden, to the assistant, 
and back again. 

“This gentleman wants to ask you about your case.” 

“TI thank you most humbly.” 

“T have been told about your case,” said Nekhlyudov, 
walking to the back of the cell and stopping near the 
dirty, latticed window, “and should like to hear about it 
from you.” 

Menshév also walked up to the window and began at 
once to talk, at first looking timidly at the assistant, but 
then with ever increasing boldness. When the assistant 
superintendent left the cell for the corridor, to give some 
orders there, he regained his courage altogether. To 
judge from the language and manner, it was the story of 
a most simple-minded and honest peasant lad, and it 
seemed especially out of place to Nekhlytidov to hear it 
from the mouth of a prisoner in prison garb and in jail. 
Nekhlyuidov listened to him, and at the same time 
looked at the low cot with its straw mattress, at the 
window with the strong iron grating, at the dirty, moist, 
and daubed walls, at the pitiable face and form of the 
unfortunate, disgraced peasant in prison shoes and cloak, 
— and he grew sadder and sadder ; he tried to make him- 
self believe that what the good-hearted man was telling 
him was not true, — so terrible it seemed to him to think 
that a man could be seized for being insulted, and clad 
in prison garb, and be put in such a horrible place. And 
still more terrible it was to think that this truthful story, 
and the peasant’s kindly face, should be a deception and 
a lie. According to the story, the village dram-shop- 
keeper soon after the peasant’s marriage had alienated 
his wife’s affections. He invoked the law. But the 
dram-shopkeeper bribed the authorities, and he was 
everywhere acquitted. He took his wife back by force, 
but she ran away the following day. Then he came and 
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demanded his wife. The dram-shopkeeper said that she 
was not there (he had, however, seen her as he came in), 
and told him to leave at once. He did not go. The 
dram-shopkeeper and his labourer beat him until blood 
flowed, and on the following day the dram-shopkeeper’s 
house and outbuildings were consumed by fire. He and 
his mother were accused of incendiarism, whereas he was 
then at the house of a friend. 

« And you have really not committed the arson ?” 

“T did not as much as think of it, sir. He, the scoun- 
drel, must have done it himself. They said that he had 
but lately insured his property. He said that I and 
mother had threatened him. It is true, I did call him 
names, for my heart gave way, but I did not set fire to 
the house. I was not near it when the fire started. He 
purposely did it on the day after I and mother had been 
there. He set fire to it for the sake of the insurance, 
and then he accused us of it.” 

“Ts it possible ?” 

“T am telling you the truth, before God, sir. Be in 
place of my own father!” he wanted to bow to the 
ground, and Nekhlytidov with difficulty kept him from 
doing so. “Get my release, for I am being ruined for no 
cause whatsoever,” he continued. Suddenly his cheeks 
began to twitch, and he burst into tears; he rolled up 
the sleeve of his cloak and began to dry his eyes with the 
sleeve of his dirty shirt. 

“Are you through?” asked the assistant superintend- 
ent. 

“Yes. Don’t lose courage. I shall do what I can,” 
said Nekhlyvidov, and went out. 

Menshév was standing in the door, so that the warden 
pushed it against him, as he closed it. While the warden 
locking the door, he kept looking through the peep- 
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WaLkina back through the broad corridor (it was 
dinner-time and all the cells were open), through crowds 
of men dressed in light yellow cloaks, short, wide trousers, 
and prison shoes, who were watching him with curiosity, 
Nekhlytidov experienced strange feelings of compassion 
for the people who were confined, and of terror and dis- 
may before those who had placed them there and held 
them in restraint, and of a certain degree of shame at 
himself for looking so calmly at them. 

In one corridor somebody rushed up to a cell and there 
struck the door with his shoes, and its inmates rushed 
out and barred Nekhlytidov’s way, bowing to him. 

«Your Honour, I do not know what to name you, 
please, try and get a decision in, our case.” 

“Tam not an officer, I know nothing.” 

“It makes no difference. Tell somebody, — the author- 
ities,” said he, with provocation. “ We have committed 
no crime, and here we have been nearly two months.” 

“ How is that? Why?” asked Nekhlytdov. 

“We have simply been locked up. This is the second 
month we have been in jail, and we do not know why.” 

“ That is so,” said the assistant superintendent. “These 
people were arrested for not having any passports. They 
were to be sent to their Government; but the prison there 
was burnt, so the Governmental office asked us not to 
send them. We have despatched all the others to their 
respective Governments, but these we are keeping.” 

“Only for this?” said Nekhlyiidov, stopping at the 
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A throng of some forty men, all of them in prison 
cloaks, surrounded Nekhlytidov and the assistant. Sev- 
eral voices began to speak at once. The assistant stopped 
them : 

«Let one of you speak.” 

From the crowd stood out a tall, respectable-looking 
peasant, of about fifty years of age. He explained to 
Nekhlyudov that they had all been taken up and con- 
fined in prison for having no passports, that is, they had 
passports, but they were about two weeks overdue. Such 
oversight happened every year, and they usually were 
left unmolested ; but this year they had been arrested, and 
this was the second month they had been kept as criminals. 

“We are all stone-masons,—all of us of the same 
artél! They say that the Governmental prison has 
burnt down, but what have we to do with it? Do us the 
favour in the name of God!” 

Nekhlyvidov listened, but he hardly understood what 
the respectable old man was telling him, because all his 
attention was arrested by a large, dark gray, many-legged 
louse that was creeping through the hair down the cheek 
of the respectable stone-mason. 

“Ts it possible? Only for this?” said Nekhlyvidov, 
addressing the assistant. 

« Yes, they ought,to be sent away and restored to their 
places of residence,” said the assistant. 

The assistant had just finished his sentence, when a 
small man, also in a prison cloak, pushed himself forward 
through the crowd and, strangely contorting his mouth, 
began to say that they were tortured here for nothing. 

“ Worse than dogs —” he began. 

“Well, you had better not say anything superfluous. 
Keep quiet, or, you know —” 

«What have I to know?” retorted the small man, in 
desperation. “ We are not guilty of anything.” 

1 A partnership of working men, 
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“Shut up!” cried the superior officer, and the small 
man grew silent. 

« What is this, indeed ?” Nekhlyvidov said to himself, 
as he left the cells, accompanied by the hundreds of eyes 
of those who were looking out of the doors, and of the 
prisoners in the corridor, as though he were driven through 
two lines of castigating men. 

“Is it possible entirely innocent people are kept here ?” 
said Nekhlytidov, upon coming out of the corridor. 

« What.is to be done? But, of course, they lie a great 
deal. Hearing them, one might think that they were all 
innocent,” said the assistant superintendent. 

« But these are not guilty of anything.” 

“T shall admit that these are not. But they are all 
a pretty bad lot. It is impossible to get along with them, 
without severity. There are such desperate people among 
them, that it will not do to put a finger into their mouths. 
Thus, for example, we were compelled yesterddy to pun- 
ish two of them.” 

“ How to punish?” asked Nekhlytidov. 

“They were flogged with switches, according to in- 
struction —” 

« But corporal punishment has been abolished.” 

“Not for those who are deprived of their rights. 
They are subject to it. 

Nekhlytidov recalled everything he had seen the day be- 
fore, and he understood that the punishment had been in- 
flicted just at the time that he had been waiting, and he was 
overcome with unusual force by that mixed feeling of curi- 
osity, pining, dismay, and moral nausea, which was pass- 
ing into a physical state, and by which he had been 
overcome on previous occasions, but never so powerfully 
as now. 

Without listening to the assistant superintendent or 
looking around him, he hastened to leave the corridors 
and to go to the office. The superintenuent was in the 
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corridor, and, being busy with something else, had for- 
gotten to call Vyéra Bogodikhovski. He did not think 
of it until Nekhlytidov entered the office. 

“T shall send for her at once, while you, please, be 
seated,” he said. 


LIV. 


THE office consisted of two rooms. In the first, which 
had a large, protruding, dilapidated stove and two dirty 
windows, stood in one corner a black apparatus for the 
measurement of the prisoners’ height, and in the other 
hung the customary appurtenance of a place of torture, — 
a large image of Christ. In this first room stood several 
wardens. In the other room, some twenty men and 
women were sitting along the walls and in groups, and 
talking in an undertone. Near the window stood a 
writing-desk. 

The superintendent sat down at the desk and offered 
Nekhlytidov a chair which was standing near it. Nekh- 
lyvidov sat down and began to watch the people in the 
room. 

First of all his attention was attracted by a young man 
in a short jacket, with a pleasant face, who, standing 
before a middle-aged woman with black eyebrows, was 
speaking to her excitedly and gesturing with his hands. 
Near by sat an old man in blue spectacles and listened 
motionless to what a young woman in prison garb was 
telling him, while he held her hand. A boy, a student 
of the Real-Gymnasium, with an arrested and frightened 
expression on his face, looked at the old man, without 
taking his eyes off. Not far from them, in the corner, 
sat two lovers: she wore short hair and had an energetic 
face, —-a blond, sweet-faced, very young girl in a fashion- 
able dress; he, with delicate features and wavy hair, was 
a beautiful youth in a rubber blouse. They were seated 
in the corner, whispering and evidently melting in love. 
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Nearest to the table sat a gray-haired woman, in a black 
dress, apparently a mother: she had her eyes riveted 
on a consumptive-looking young man in the same kind of 
a blouse, and wanted to say something to him, but could 
not speak a word for tears: she began and stopped again. 
The young man held a piece of paper in his hand, and, 
evidently not knowing what to do, with an angry face 
now bent and now crumpled it. Near them sat a plump, 
ruddy, beautiful girl, with very bulging eyes, in a gray 
dress and pelerine. She was seated next to the weeping 
mother and tenderly stroked her shoulder. Everything 
about that girl was beautiful: her large, white hands, her 
wavy, short-cut hair, her strong nose and lips; but the 
chief charm lay in her kindly, truthful, sheep-like, hazel 
eyes. Her beautiful eyes were deflected from her mother’s 
face just as Nekhlytidov entered, and met his glance. 
But she immediately turned them away, and began to tell 
her mother something. Not far from the loving pair sat 
a swarthy, shaggy man with a gloomy face, who was in 
an angry voice saying something to a beardless visitor, 
resembling a Castrate Sectarian. 

Nekhlytidov sat down near the superintendent and 
looked around him with tense curiosity. 

His attention was distracted by a close-cropped little 
boy, who came up to him and in a thin voice asked him: 

“Whom are you waiting for?” 

Nekhlytidov was surprised at -the question, but upon 
looking at the child and seeing his serious, thoughtful face, 
with his attentive, lively eyes, seriously replied to him 
that he was waiting for a lady he knew. 

“Is she your sister?” asked the boy. 

“No, not my sister,” Nekhlyuidov answered, surprised. 
“ But with whom are you here?” he questioned the boy. 

“Tam with mamma. She is a political prisoner,” said 
the boy. 

“Mariya Pd&vlovna, take Kélya,” said the superintend- 
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ent, apparently finding Nekhlyudov’s conversation with 
the boy to be illegal. 

Mériya P&vlovna, that same beautiful girl with the 
sheep-like eyes, who had attracted Nekhlyudov’s atten- 
tion, arose to her full, tall stature, and with a strong, 
broad, almost manly gait, walked over to Nekhlyuidov 
and the child. 

“Has he been asking you who you are?” she asked 
Nekhlyudov, slightly smiling and trustfully looking into 
his eyes in such a simple manner as though there could 
be no doubt but that she always had been, now was, and 
always ought to be in the simplest and kindliest fraternal 
relations with everybody. 

“He wants to know everything,” she said, smiling in 
the boy’s face with such a kind, sweet smile that both the 
boy and Nekhlytidov smiled at her smile. 

« Yes, he asked me whom I came to see.” 

“Mariya Paéviovna, it is not allowed to speak with 
strangers. You know that,” said the superintendent. 

« All night, all right,” she said, and, with her large 
white hand taking hold of Kélya’s tiny hand, while he 
did not take his eyes off her face, returned to the mother 
of the consumptive man. 

“ Whose boy is this?” Nekhlytidov asked the .super- 
intendent. 

“The son of a political prisoner. He was born here 
in the prison,” said the superintendent, with a certain 
satisfaction, as though displaying a rarity of his institu- 
tion. 

“Ts it possible ?” 

“ Now he and his mother are leaving for Siberia.” 

« And this girl ?” 

“T can’t answer you,’ said the superintendent, shrug- 
ging his shoulders. “Here is Vyéra Bogodtikhovski.” 


LV. 


THROUGH the back door, with a nervous gait, entered 
short-haired, haggard, sallow little Vyéra Efrémovna, with 
her immense, kindly eyes. 

«Thank you for coming,” she said, pressing Nekhlyi- 
dov’s hand. “ Did you remember me? Let us sit down.” 

“T did not expect to find you thus.” 

“Oh, I feel so happy, so happy, that I do not even 
wish for anything better,’ said Vyéra Efrémovna, as 
always, looking with her immense, kindly, round eyes 
at Nekhlytidov, and turning her yellow, dreadfully thin, 
and venous neck, which stuck out from the miserable- 
looking, crumpled, and dirty collar of her bodice. 

Nekhlytidov asked her how she had gotten into such a 
plight. She told him with great animation about her 
case. Her speech was interlarded with foreign words 
about the propaganda, about disorganization, about groups 
and sections and sub-sections, of which she was appar- 
ently quite sure everybody knew, whereas Nekhlytidov 
had never heard of them before. 

She spoke to him, evidently fully convinced that it was 
very interesting and agreeable for him to hear all the 
secrets of the popular cause. But Nekhlytdov looked at 
her miserable neck and at her scanty dishevelled hair, 
and wondered why she was doing all that and telling 
him about it. He pitied her, but in an entirely differ- 
ent manner from that in which he pitied peasant Men- 
shév, who was locked up in a stinking prison for no cause 
whatsoever. He pitied her ators especially on account of 
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the evident confusion which existed in her mind. She 
obviously considered herself a heroine, ready to sacrifice 
her life for the success of her cause, and yet she would 
have found it hard to explain what her cause consisted in, 
and what its success would be. 

The affair of which Vyéra Efrémovna wished to speak 
to Nekhlytidov was this: her companion, Shustova, who 
did not even belong to her sub-group, as she expressed 
herself, had been arrested five months before at the same 
time with her, and had been confined in the Petropévlovsk 
fortress because at her room books and papers which had 
been given into her safe-keeping had been found. Vyéra 
Efrémovna considered herself in part guilty of Shustova’s 
incarceration, and so she begged Nekhlytidov, who had 
influence, to do everything in his power to obtain her 
release. The other thing for which she asked him was 
that he should obtain a permission for Gurévich, who was 
confined in the Petropdvlovsk fortress, to see his parents 
and provide himself with scientific books, which he needed 
for his learned labours. 

Nekhlytidov promised he would endeavour to do all in 
his power, as soon as he should be in St. Petersburg. 

Vyéra Efrémovna told her story as follows: upon fin- 
ishing a course in midwifery, she had fallen in with the 
party of the “ Popular Will,” and worked with them. At 
first everything went well: they wrote proclamations and 
made propaganda at factories; later, a prominent mem- 
ber was seized; documents were discovered, and they 
began to arrest everybody. 

“ | was taken, too, and now we are being deported —” 
she finished her story. “But that is nothing. I feel in 
excellent spirits, ——in Olympic transport,” she said, smil- 
ing a pitiable smile. 

Nekhlytidov asked about the girl with the sheep-like 
eyes. Vyéra Efrémovna told him that she was the 
daughter of a general, that she had long been a member 
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of the revolutionary party, and that she was arrested for 
claiming to have shot a gendarme. 

She had been living in conspirators’ quarters, where 
there was a typographic machine. When they were 
searched at night, the inmates of the quarters decided to 
defend themselves, whereupon they put out the lights 
and began to destroy the compromising matter. The 
police forced an entrance, when one of the conspirators 
shot and mortally wounded a gendarme. At the inquest 
she said that she had fired the shot, notwithstanding the 
fact that she had never held a pistol in her hand and 
would not have killed a spider. And thus it remained. 
Now she was being deported to hard labour. 

“An altruistic, a good soul,” Vyéra Efrémovna said, 
approvingly. 

The third thing that Vyéra Efrémovna wanted to talk 
about was concerning Méslova. She knew, as everybody 
else in the prison knew, Méslova’s history and Nekhlyu- 
dov’s relations with her, and advised him to try to obtain 
her transfer to the political prisoners, or to a position, at 
least, as attendant in the hospital, where now a large 
number of sick people were confined and workers were 
needed. 

Nekhlytidov thanked her for her advice and told her 
that he would try and make use of it. 


LVI. 


THEIR conversation was interrupted by the superin- 
tendent, who arose and announced that the time for the 
interviews was up, and that people had to leave. Nekh- 
lyuidov got up, bade Vyéra Efrémovna good-bye, and 
walked over to the door, where he stopped to see what 
was going on before him. 

“Gentlemen, it is time,” said the superintendent, now 
rising, and now sitting down again. 

The superintendent’s demand only evoked a greater 
animation in all those who were in the room, both pris- 
oners and visitors, but nobody even thought of leaving. 
Some remained sitting and conversing. Others began to 
say farewell and to weep. The leave-taking of the mother 
from her consumptive son was especially touching. The 
young man kept twisting a piece of paper, and his face 
grew ever more stern, so great was the effort which he 
was making not to be infected by his mother’s feeling. 
But the mother, hearing that it was time to leave, lay on 
his shoulder and sobbed, snuffling with her nose. The 
girl with the sheep-like eyes — Nekhlytdov involuntarily 
followed her — stood before the weeping mother and was 
telling her some consoling words. The old man in the 
blue spectacles was standing and holding his daughter's 
hand, nodding his head to what she was saying. The 
young lovers arose and, holding hands, were long looking 
into each others’ eyes. 

“These alone are happy,” pointing to the lovers, said 
the young man in the short jacket, who was standing near 
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Nekhlyvidov and like him watching those who were 
taking leave. 

Being conscious of the looks of Nekhlytidov and of the 
young man, the lovers,— the young man in the rubber 
blouse and the blond sweet-faced girl,— extended their 
linked hands, bent back, and began to circle around, 
while laughing. 

“They will be married this evening, here in the jail, 
and then she will go with him to Siberia,” said the young 
man. 

“Who is he?” 

“A hard labour convict. Though they are making 
merry now, it is too painful to listen,” added the young 
man in the jacket, hearing the sobs of the consumptive 
man’s mother. 

“Gentlemen! Please, please. Do not compel me to 
take severe measures,” said the superintendent, repeating 
one and the same thing several times. “ Please, please 
now,’ he said, in a feeble and undecided voice. “ How is 
this? Time has long been up. This won't do. I am 
telling you for the last time,” he repeated, reluctantly, 
now puffing, and now putting out his Maryland cigarette. 
It was evident that, however artful and old and habitual 
the proofs were which permitted people to do wrong to 
others, without feeling themselves responsible for it, the 
superintendent could not help noticing that he was one 
of the causes of that sorrow which was manifested in 
this room; and this obviously weighed heavily upon 
him. 

Finally the prisoners and visitors began to depart: 
some through the inner, others through the outer door. 
The men in the rubber blouses, and the consumptive man, 
and the swarthy and shaggy man passed out; and then 
Mériya Pdévlovna, with the boy who had been born in 
the prison. 

The visitors, too, began to leave. With heavy tread the 
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old man in the blue spectacles went out, and Nekhlyidov 
followed him. 

“Yes, those are marvellous conditions,” said the talka- 
tive young man, as though continuing the interrupted 
conversation, while he descended the staircase with Nekh- 
lyvidov. “Luckily, the captain is a good man, and does 
not stick to rules. At least they get a chance to talk to 
each other and ease their souls.” 

When Nekhlytidov, conversing with Medyntsev, — so 
the talkative young man introduced himself to him, — 
reached the vestibule, the superintendent, with a wearied 
face, accosted him. 

“Tf you wish to see Maslova, please come to-morrow,” 
he said, apparently wishing to be kind to Nekhlytidov. 

“Very well,” said Nekhlyudov, hastening to get out. 

Terrible, it was evident, was the innocent suffering of 
Menshév, and not so much the physical suffering as the 
dismay, the distrust of goodness and of God, which he 
must experience, seeing the cruelty of men who tor- 
mented him without cause; terrible were the disgrace 
and torments imposed upon the hundreds of people, 
innocent of crime, simply because their papers were not 
properly written; terrible were these befogged wardens, 
who were occupied with torturing their fellow men and 
were convinced that they were doing a good and important 
work. But more terrible yet was that aging and enfeebled, 
kind superintendent, who had to separate mother from 
son, father from daughter, — people who were just like 
him and his children. 

“What is this for?” Nekhlyvidov asked himself, ex- 
periencing more than ever that sensation of moral nausea, 
passing into a physical feeling, which overcame him in 
prison, and finding no answer. 


LVIL 


On the following day Nekhlytidov went to the lawyer, 
to whom he communicated Menshdv’s affair, asking him to 
take the defence. The lawyer listened to him and said 
that he would look into the case, and if everything was as 
Nekhlytidov told him, which was very probable, he would 
take the defence without any remuneration. Nekhlytdov 
also told him of the 130 men who were held there by 
misunderstanding, and asked him on whom the matter 
depended, and who was to blame for it. The lawyer 
was silent for a moment, evidently wishing to give an 
exact answer. 

“Who is to blame? Nobody,” he said, with deter- 
mination. “Ask the prosecuting attorney, and he will 
tell you that the governor is to blame; ask the governor, 
and he will tell you that it is the prosecuting attorney. 
Nobody is to blame.” 

“T will go at once to Maslénnikov and tell him.” 

“Well, that is useless,” the lawyer retorted, smiling. 
“ He is such a — he is not a relative or friend of yours? 
— such a, with your permission, such a stick and, at the 
same time, such a cunning beast.” 

Recalling what Maslénnikov had said about the lawyer, 
he did not reply ; bidding him good-bye, he drove to Mas- 
lénnikov’s house. 

Nekhlytidov had to ask Maslénnikov for two things: 
for Méslova’s transfer to the hospital, and for the 130 
passportless people who were innocently confined in jail. 
No matter how hard it was for him to ask from a man 
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whom he did not respect, it was the only means of reach- 
ing his aim, and he had to employ it. 

As he drove up to Maslénnikov’s house, he saw several 
carriages at the entrance: there were buggies, calashes 
and barouches, and he recalled that this was the reception- 
day of Maslénnikov’s wife, to which Maslénnikov had 
asked him to come. As Nekhlytidov approached the 
house, he saw a barouche at the entrance, and a lackey, 
in a hat with a cockade and in a pelerine, helping a lady 
from the threshold of the porch into it, while she caught 
the train of her dress in her arm and displayed her black 
thin ankles in low shoes. Among the other carriages 
which were standing there, he recognized the covered 
landau of the Korchdgins. The gray-haired, ruddy-faced 
coachman respectfully and politely took off his hat, as 
to a well-known gentleman. Nekhlytidov had not yet 
finished asking the porter where Mikhafl Ivdénovich (Mas- 
lénnikov) was, when he appeared on the carpeted staircase, 
seeing off a very distinguished guest, such as he accom- 
panied not only to the landing, but way down. The very 
distinguished military guest was, in descending, telling in 
French about the lottery and ball for the benefit of the 
asylums, which was being planned in the city, expressing 
his opinion that this was a good occupation for women: 
“ They are happy, and money is collected! 

“ Qu'elles s'amusent et que le bon Dieu les bénisse. Ah, 
Nekhlytidov, good day. What makes you so scarce?” he 
greeted Nekhlytidov. “ Allez présenter vous devoirs & ma- 
dame. The Korchdgins are here. Ht Nadine Bukshev- 
den. Toutes les jolies femmes de la ville,” he said, placing 
and slightly raising his military shoulders under the over- 
coat with the superb golden galloons, which was handed 
him by the lackey. “Aw revoir, mon cher.” He pressed 
Maslénnikov’s hand. 

“Come up-stairs. How glad I am,” Maslénnikov spoke 
excitedly, linking his hand in Nekhlyudov’s arm and, in 
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spite of his corpulence, rapidly drawing him up-stairs. 
Maslénnikov was in an extremely joyful agitation, the 
cause of which was the attention which had been bestowed 
upon him by the distinguished person. Every such atten- 
tion caused Maslénnikov the same rapture that is produced 
in a docile little dog, whenever its master strokes, pats, 
and scratches it behind its ears. It wags its tail, crouches, 
winds about, lays down its ears, and insanely runs about 
in circles. Maslénnikov was ready to do the same. He 
did not notice Nekhlyuidov’s serious countenance, did not 
listen to him, and kept dragging him to the drawing-room, 
so that there was no possibility of refusing, and Nekhlyu- 
dov went with him. “Business afterward; I shall do 
anything you please,” said Maslénnikov, crossing the 
parlour with Nekhlytidov. “ Announce to Mrs. General 
Maslénnikov that Prince Nekhlyvidov is here,” he said to 
a lackey, during his walk. The lackey moved forward at 
an amble and passed beyond them. “ Vous n’avez qua 
ordonner. But you must by all means see my wife. I 
caught it last time for not bringing you to her.” 

The lackey had announced them, when they entered, 
and Anna Igndtevna, the vice-governor’s wife, Mrs. Gen- 
eral, as she called herself, turned to Nekhlytidov, with a 
beaming smile, from amidst the bonnets and heads of 
those who surrounded her at the divan. At the other 
end of the drawing-room, at a table with tea, ladies were 
sitting, and men, in military and civil attire, were stand- 
ing, aad, from there was heard the uninterrupted chatter 
of masculine and feminine voices. 

“Enfin! Have you given us up? Have we offended 
you in any way ?” 

With such words, that presupposed an intimacy be- 
tween her and Nekhlyudov, although it had never existed 
between them, Anna Ignétevna met the newcomer. 

“Are you acquainted? Are you? Madame Byeldv- 
ski, Mikhafl Ivénovich Chernév. Sit down near me. 
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“Missy, venez donc & notre table. On vous apportera 
votre thé — And you—” she addressed an officer who 
was talking to Missy, apparently having forgotten his 
name, “please, come here. Will you have some tea, 
prince ?” 

«“T shall not admit it for a minute, not for a minute, — 
she simply did not love him,” said a feminine voice. 

“ But she did love cakes.” 

“Eternally those stupid jokes,” laughingly interposed 
another lady, shining in her silk, gold, and precious 
stones. 

«“ C'est excellent, — these waffles, and so light. Let me 
have some more !” 

“ How soon shall you leave ?” 

“To-day is my last day. It is for this reason that I 
have come.” 

“The spring is so charming, and it is so nice now in 
the country !” 

Missy, in a hat and in a dark striped dress, which 
clasped her slender waist without any folds, as though 
she had been born in it, was very pretty. She blushed 
when she saw Nekhlytidov. 

“T thought that you had left,” she said to him. 

« Almost,” said Nekhlyvidov. “I have been kept back 
by business. I have even come here on business.” 

“Come to see mamma. She is very anxious to see 
you,” she said, and, being conscious of telling an untruth, 
and of his knowing it, she blushed even more. 

“T shall hardly have the time,” gloomily replied Nekh- 
lyvidov, trying to appear as though he had not noticed 
her blush. 

Missy frowned angrily, shrugged her shoulder, and 
turned to the elegant officer, who seized the empty cup 
out of her hand, and, catching with his sword in the 
chairs, gallantly carried it to another table. 

«You must contribute something for the home.” 
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“TI do not refuse, but want to keep all my liberality 
until the lottery. There I will show up in all my 
strength.” 

“Look out,” was heard a voice, accompanied by a 
manifestly feigned laughter. 

The reception-day was brilliant, and Anna Igndtevna 
was in raptures. 

“Mika has told me that you are busy about the 
prisons. I understand that,” she said to Nekhlytidov. 
“Mika” (that was her stout husband, Maslénnikov) “ may 
have other faults, but you know how good he is. All 
these unfortunate prisoners are his children. He does 
not look at them in any other light. JU est dune 
bonté —” 

She stopped, being unable to find words which would 
have expressed the bonté of that husband of hers, by 
whose order men were flogged; she immediately turned, 
smiling, to a wrinkled old woman in lilac mbbons, who 
had just entered. | 

Having conversed as much as was necessary, and as 
insipidly as was necessary, in order not to violate the 
proprieties, Nekhlytidov arose and walked over to Mas- 
lénnikov. 

“Can you listen to me now?” 

“Oh, yes! What is it? Come this way!” 

They went into a small Japanese cabinet, and sat 
down by the window. 


LVIIL. 


“« WELL, je suis & vous. Do you want to smoke? Only 
wait,——- we must make no dirt here,’ he said, bringing 
the ash-tray. “Well?” 

“T have two things to talk about.” 

“ Indeed ?” 

Maslénnikov’s face became gloomy and sad. All the 
traces of the excitement of the little dog, whom its mas- 
ter has scratched behind its ear, suddenly disappeared. 
From the drawing-room were borne voices. A woman’s 
voice said: “ Jamavs, jamais je ne croirat,” and another, 
from the other end, a man’s voice, was telling something, 
repeating all the time: “Za Comtesse Voronzoff,” and 
“ Victor Apraksine.” From a third side was heard only 
the rumble of voices and laughter. Maslénnikov listened 
to what was going on in the drawing-room, and at the 
same time to what Nekhlyvidov was saying. 

“JT have come again in behalf of that woman,” said 
Nekhlytidov. 

“ Yes, the one who is sentenced, but innocent. I know, 
I know.” 

“T should like to ask you to have her transferred as a 
servant to the hospital. I was told that that could be 
done.” 

Maslénnikov compressed his lips and meditated. 

“Hardly,” he said. “Still, I shall take it under ad- 
visement, and shall wire you to-morrow about it.” 

“I was told that there were many sick people there, 
and that help is needed.” 
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«All right, all right. I shall let you know in any 
case.” 

“Tf you please,” said Nekhlytidov. 

In the drawing-room was heard a general, and even 
natural, laugh. 

“Victor is doing that,” said Maslénnikov. “He is 
remarkably clever when he is in his proper mood.” 

« Another thing,” said Nekhlytidov. “There are 130 
people in the jail; they have been kept there for more 
than a month for nothing else but because their pass- 
ports are overdue.” 

He told what the cause of their detention was. 

“How did you find out about that?” asked Maslénni- 
kov, and his face suddenly expressed unrest and dissatis- 
faction. 

“T was on my way to one who is awaiting trial, when 
I was surrounded in the corridor by these men, who 
asked me — ” 

“To whom that is awaiting trial did you go?” 

“ To a peasant who is innocently accused, and for whom 
I have employed counsel. But that is another matter. 
Is it possible that these men are kept in prison for no other 
reason than that their passports are overdue and — ” 

“ That is the prosecuting attorney’s affair,” Maslénnikov 
angrily interrupted Nekhlytidov. “You say that trials 
are speedy and just! It is the duty of the prosecuting 
attorney's assistant to visit the jail and to find out whether 
the prisoners are detained there lawfully. But they do 
nothing but play vint.” 

“ So you can’t do anything ?” gloomily said Nekhlytidov, 
thinking of what the lawyer had said about the govern- 
or’s throwing it on the prosecuting attorney’s shoulders. 

“ Yes, I will do it. I will institute an investigation at 
once.” 

“So much the worse for her. Crest un souffre dowleur,” 
was heard the voice of a woman in the drawing-room, 
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who, apparently, was quite indifferent to what she was 
saying. 

A s much the better. I will take this one,” was heard 
from the other side the playful voice of a man and the 
playful laughter of a woman, who was refusing something. 

“No, no, for nothing in the world,” said a feminine 
voice. 

“T will do it all,” repeated Maslénnikov, putting out 
his cigarette with his white hand with the turquoise ring. 
« And now let us go to the ladies.” 

« Another thing,” said Nekhlyudov, without entering 
the drawing-room, but stopping at the door, “I was told 
that some men had received corporal punishment in jail 
yesterday. Is that true?” 

Maslénnikov grew red in his face. 

« Ah, that, too? No, mon cher, you must positively not 
be admitted ; you meddle with everything. Come, come, 
Annette is calling us,” he said, taking him under his arm, 
and expressing the same kind of excitement as after the 
attention of the distinguished person, but this time it was 
not an excitement of joy, but of trepidation. 

Nekhlytidov tore his arm away from him, and, without 
bidding any one good-bye or saying a word, with a melan- 
choly expression in his face, crossed the drawing-room 
and the parlour, and went past the officious lackeys, 
through the antechamber, and out into the street. 

“ What is the matter with him? What have you done 
to him?” Annette asked her husband. 

“ This is d la frangaise,” somebody remarked. 

“Not at all a la frangaise ; it is & la zowlow.” 

“Yes, he has always been like that.” 

Somebody arose ; somebody arrived ; and the twittering 
went on as before: the company used the incident with 
Nekhlytidov as a convenient subject for conversation on 
the present jour fixe. 

On the day following his visit to Maslénnikov's house, 
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Nekhlyudov received from him, on heavy, smooth paper, 
with a coat of arms and seals, a letter in a magnificent, 
firm handwriting, informing him that he had written to 
the hospital physician about Mdaslova’s transfer, and that, 
in all likelihood, his wish would be fulfilled. It con- 
cluded with “ Your loving elder comrade,’ and below the 
signature, “ Maslénnikov,” was made a wonderfully artistic, 
large, and firm flourish. 

“Fool!” Nekhlyiidov could not restrain himself from 
saying, especially because in the word “ comrade” he felt 
that Maslénnikov condescended to him; that is, he saw 
that, notwithstanding the fact that he was executing a 
morally exceedingly dirty and disgraceful function, he 
considered himself a very important man, and thought, if 
not to flatter, at least to show that he was not overproud 
of his majesty, in that he called himself his comrade, 


LIX. 


It is one of the most deep-rooted and wide-spread 
superstitions that every man has his well-defined proper- 
ties, that a man is good or bad, clever or stupid, energetic 
or apathetic, and so forth. People are not such. We 
may say of a man that he is oftener good than bad, oftener 
clever than stupid, oftener energetic than apathetic, and 
vice versa; but it would be wrong to say of one man that 
he is good or clever, and of another, that he is bad or 
stupid. Yet we always classify people in this manner. 
This is wrong. Men are like rivers: the water is the 
same in all; but every river is either narrow, or swift, or 
broad, or still, or clean, or cold, or turbid,or warm. Even 
thus men are. Each man carries within him the germs of 
all human qualities, and now manifests some of these, and 
now others, and frequently becomes unlike himself, and 
yet remains one and the same. With some people these 
changes are extremely sudden. To this category Nekhlyt- 
dov belonged. Changes took place within him both from 
physical and spiritual causes. Just such a change had 
occurred in him now. 

That sensation of solemnity and joy of renovation, 
which he had experienced after the trial, and after the 
first interview with Katyvsha, had completely disappeared, 
and had after the last meeting given way to terror, even 
disgust for her. He had decided not to leave her, not to 
change his determination of marrying her, if only she 
would wish it, but the thought of it was hard and painful 
to him. - 
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On the day after his visit to Maslénnikov’s house, he 
again drove to the prison, in order to see her. 

The superintendent granted him an interview, but not 
in the office, and nét in the lawyer’s room, but in the 
women’s visiting-hall. Notwithstanding his kind-heart- 
edness, the superintendent was more reserved than before 
with Nekhlytidov; obviously his talks with Maslénnikov 
had resulted in an instruction to use greater precaution 
with that visitor. 

“You may see her,” he said, “only in regard to the 
money, please, do as I have asked you. As to the 
transfer to the hospital, as his Excellency had written, — 
that was possible, and the physician was willing. Only 
she herself does not want to go. She says: ‘I have no 
desire to carry out the vessels of those nasty fellows.’ 
Prince, they are a dreadful lot,” he added. 

Nekhlytidov did not reply, and asked for the interview. 
The superintendent sent a warden after her, and Nekh- 
lyuidov went with him to the empty visiting-hall of the 
women. 

Méslova was already there. She came out from behind 
the screen, quiet and timid. She went up close to Nekhlyu- 
dov, and, glancing beyond him, said : 

“Forgive me, Dmitri Ivdénovich! I said many bad 
things the other day.” 

“It is not for me to forgive you— ” Nekhlytidov 

began. 
“But still, I beg you, leave me alone,” she added, and 
in the dreadfully squinting eyes with which she looked at 
him Nekhlyvidov again read a strained and evil ex- 
pression. 

« Why should I leave you ?” 

« Just do!” 

“Why so?” 

She again cast the same malicious glance at him, as he 
thought. 
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“Tt is like this,” she said. “You leave me,—TI tell 
you the truth. I can’t. Leave me altogether,” she said, 
with quivering lips, growing silent. “I am telling you 
the truth. I shall prefer hanging myself.” 

Nekhlytidov felt that in that refusal of hers there was 
hatred for him, and unforgiven offence, but at’ the same 
time something else,—-something good and significant. 
This confirmation of her former refusal, made while in a 
calm state, at once destroyed all doubts in Nekhlytidov’s 
soul, and brought him back to his former serious solem- 
nity and contrite condition in relation to Katyusha. 

“ Katyvisha, as I have told you before, so I tell you 
now,” he said, with especial seriousness. “I ask you to 
marry me. But if you do not wish to do so, and as long 
as you do not wish, I shall, as before, be in the place 
where you are, and I will travel to the place to which you 
will be deported.” 

“That is your affair, and I sha’n’t say anything more 
about this,” she said, and again her lips began to 
tremble. 

He, too, was silent, feeling that he had not the strength 
to : 
“T am now going to the country, and then to St. Peters- 
burg,” he said, regaining at last his composure. “I shall 
there look after your — after our affair, and if God grants 
it, the sentence shall be reversed.” 

“Tf they do not reverse it, it will be all the same. I 
deserve it for something else, if not for this,” she said, and 
he saw what a great effort she was making to restrain her 


“Well, did you see Menshév?” she suddenly asked 
him, in order to conceal her agitation. “Is it not so, 
they are not guilty ?” 

« Yes, I think so.” 

“What a charming old woman,” she said. 

He told her everything he had found out from Men- 
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shév, and asked her whether she did not need anything, 
to which she replied that she did not want anything. 

They were again silent. 

“ Well, in reference to the hospital,” she suddenly said, 
looking at him with her squinting eyes, “if you wish, I 
will go there, and I will stop drinking — ” 

Nekhlytidov looked her silently in the eyes. Her eyes 
were smiling. 

“ That is very good,” was all he could say, and he bade 
her good-bye. 

« Yes, yes, she is an entirely different person!” thought 
Nekhlytidov, experiencing, after his previous misgivings, 
an altogether new, never before experienced feeling of 
confidence in the invincibleness of love. 


Upon returning after this meeting to her malodorous 
cell, Mdslova took off her cloak and sat down in her 
place on the benches, dropping her hands on her knees. 
In the cell were only consumptive Vladimirskaya with 
her suckling babe, old woman Menshdv, and the flag- 
woman with the two children. The sexton’s daughter 
had been declared mentally deranged the day before, and 
taken to the hospital. All the other women were wash- 
ing clothes. The old woman was lying on the bench and 
sleeping; the children were in the corridor, the door to 
which was open. 

Vladimirskaya with the babe in her arms and the flag- 
woman with a stocking went up to Maslova. 

“Well, did you see him?” they asked. 

Maslova sat on the high bench, without saying a word, 
and dangling her feet, which did not reach down to the 
floor. 

“Don’t mope!” said the flagwoman. “ Above every- 
thing else, don’t lose your courage, Katytisha. Well?” 
she said, rapidly moving her fingers. 

Maéslova made no reply. 
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“Qur women have gone to wash the clothes. They 
said that to-day there would be great almsgiving. They 
have brought a lot, they say,” said Vladimirskaya. 

“Fingshka!” the flagwoman cried through the door. 
“ Where are you, you little urchin ?” 

She took out one knitting-needle, and, sticking it into 
the ball of thread and the stocking, she went into the 
corridor. 

Just then was heard the noise of steps and of women’s 
conversation in the corridor, and the inmates of the cell, 
with their shoes over their bare feet, entered, each of 
them carrying a roll, and some of them even two. Feddésya 
at once went up to Maslova. 

“What is it? Is something wrong?” asked Feddsya, 
looking lovingly at Méslova with her clear blue eyes. 
“ Here is something with our tea,” and she put away the 
rolls on the shelf. 

“Has he given up the idea of marrying you?” said 
Korabléva. 

“No, he has not, but I do not want to,” said Madslova. 

“You are a silly girl!” Korabléva said, in her bass. 

“Tf you are not to live together, what good would it do 
you to get married?” said Fedésya. 

«But your husband is going along with you,” said the 
flag woman. 

«Yes, we are lawfully married,” said Feddésya. “But 
what use is there for him to bind himself lawfully, if he 
is not to live with you?” 

“What a silly woman! What for? If he should 
marry her, he would cover her with gold.” 

“He told me that he would follow me, wherever I 
might be sent,” said Mdéslova. “If he will go, he will; 
and if not, I sha’n’t beg him.” 

“Now he is going to St. Petersburg to look after my 
case. All the ministers there are his relatives,” she con- 
tinued, “only I have no use for them.” 


RESURRECTION 289 


“Of course!” Korabléva suddenly interposed, opening 
up her bag, and evidently thinking of something else. 
«Shall we have some liquor?” 

“T sha’n’t drink any,” answered Méslova. “Drink 
yourselves.” 


PART THE SECOND 
I. 


IN two weeks the case would probably come up in the 
Senate, and by that time Nekhlytidov intended to be in 
St. Petersburg, in order, in case of a failure in the Senate, 
to petition his Majesty, as the lawyer, who had written 
the appeal, had advised him to do. Should the appeals 
remain fruitless, for which, in the lawyer's opinion, he 
ought to be prepared, as the causes for annulment were 
rather weak, the party of the convicts to be deported, of 
which number Maslova was one, might leave in the first 
days of June; therefore, in order to be ready to follow 
Maslova to Siberia, which was Nekhlyvidov’s firm inten- 
tion, he had to go down to his villages, to arrange his 
affairs there. 

First Nekhlyvidov went to Kuzminskoe, his nearest, 
large black-earth estate, from which he derived his chief 
income. He had lived on this estate during his child- 
hood and youth; then, when he was a grown man, he 
had been there twice, and once, at his mother’s request, 
he had taken a German superintendent there, with whom 
he had examined the whole property; consequently he 
had long been acquainted with the condition of the estate 
and with the relations the peasants bore to the office, that 
is, to the landed proprietor. They were such that the 
peasants were in complete dependence on the office. 
Nekhlytidov had known all this since his student days, 
when he had professed and preached Henry George's 
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doctrine and, on account of this doctrine, had distributed 
his land among the peasants. 

It is true, after his military service, when he became 
accustomed to spending twenty thousand a year, all this 
knowledge ceased being obligatory in his life and was 
forgotten. He did not question himself whence the 
money came which his mother gave him, and tried not 
to think of it. But his mother’s death, the inheritance, 
and the necessity of managing his estate, that is, the 
land, again roused in him the question of the ownership 
of land. A month before, Nekhlyuidov would have said 
to himself that he was not able to change the existing 
order of things, that it was not he who managed the 
estate, -— and would have more or less acquiesced, since 
he was living far away from his property, from which he 
received the money. But now he decided that, although 
he was confronted with a journey to Siberia and with 
complicated and difficult relations with the world of pris- 
ons, for which money would be needed, he could not leave 
affairs in their previous condition, but that he ought to 
change them, even though he suffer from that. 

He determined not to work the land himself, but to 
give it to the peasants at a low rental, which would 
ensure their independence from the landed proprietor in 
general. Frequently, upon comparing the condition of 
the landed proprietor with the owner of serfs, Nekhlyudov 
considered the transfer of the land to the peasants as 
against the working of it by means of hired labour 
as being a parallel case to the action of the serf-owners, 
when they allowed the peasants to substitute a yearly tax 
for the manorial labour. It was not a solution of the 
question, but a step in that direction: it was a transition 
from a coarser to a less coarse form of violence. It was 
this that he intended to do. 

Nekhlytidov arrived at Kuzminskoe about midnight. 
Simplifying his life as much as possible, he had not tele- 
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graphed about his arrival, but took at the station a two- 
horse tarantés. The driver was a young fellow in a 
nankeen sleeveless coat, which was girded along the 
folds beneath the long waist; he sat in driver’s fashion, 
sidewise, on the box, and was only too glad to talk to 
the gentleman, since, while they were talking, it gave the 
foundered, limping, white shaft-horse and the lame, weak- 
kneed off horse a chance to go at a pace which pleased 
them very much. : 

«A superb German,” said the driver, who had lived 
in the city and read novels. He was sitting half-turned 
toward the passenger, and was playing with the whip- 
handle, which he caught now from above, and now from 
below ; he was evidently making a display of his culture. 
“He has provided himself with a cream-coloured three- 
span, and when he drives out with his lady, it makes you 
feel small,” he continued. “In winter, at Christmas, 
there was a Christmas tree in the large house,——I then 
took some guests there; it was lighted with an electric 
spark. You could not find the like of it in the whole 
Government! He has stolen a lot of money! And why 
not? Everything is in his power. They say he has 
bought himself a fine estate.” 

Nekhlyvidov had thought that he was quite indifferent 
to the way the German was managing and using his 
estate. But the story of the driver with the long waist 
was disagreeable to him. He enjoyed the beautiful 
day, the dense, darkling clouds, which now and then 
shrouded the sun; and the field of spring grain, over 
which the peasants were walking behind their ploughs, in 
order to plough down the oats; and the thickly sprouting 
verdure, over which the skylarks hovered ; and the forests, 
which now, with the exception of the late oaks, were cov- 
ered with fresh foliage; and the meadows, on which the 
various-coloured herds of cattle and horses could be seen; 
and the fields, upon which he saw the ploughmen, — but 
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no, no, he thought of something unpleasant, and when he 
asked himself what it was, he recalled the story of the 
driver about how the German had been managing his 
Kuzminskoe estate. 

Upon arriving at Kuzminskoe and beginning to work, 
Nekhlytidov forgot that feeling. 

The examination of the office books and the conversa- 
tion of the clerk, who naively pointed out the advantages 
of the small peasant plots, surrounded by the manorial 
lands, only confirmed Nekhlytidov in his desire to give 
up the estate, and transfer all the land to the peasants. 
From these office books and from his talk with the clerk 
he discovered that, as before, two-thirds of the best cul- 
tivable land were worked by hired labour and improved 
machinery, while the remaining third was cultivated by 
the peasants at the rate of five roubles the desyatina ; 
that is, for five roubles a peasant was obliged three times 
to plough up, three times to harrow, and to sow in the 
desyatina, that is, to perform labour which at the cheapest 
hired rate would cost ten roubles. Similarly the peas- 
ants paid for everything they needed out of the office at 
the highest rate in labour. They worked for the mead- 
ows, for the timber, for the potato greens, and nearly all 
of them were in debt to the office. Thus they paid for 
the outlying fields, which were let to the peasants, four 
times as much a desyatina as it possibly could bring by 
figuring at five per cent. interest. 

Nekhlytidov had known all that before; but he now 
learned it as something new, and he only marvelled how 
it was that he and all other people in similar conditions 
could have helped seeing the abnormality of such rela- 
tions. The proofs which the superintendent adduced that, 
if he let the peasants have the land, the whole inventory 
would be ruined, that it would not be possible to sell it at 
one-fourth its value, after the peasants had exhausted the 
land, that, in general, Nekhlytidov would lose a great deal 
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through this transfer, —- only confirmed him in his belief 
that he was doing a good act by giving the peasants the 
land and depriving himself of a great part of his income. 
He decided to settle the matter at once, during his present 
stay. The superintendent was to harvest and sell the 
growing grain, and to sell all the chattels and unneces- 
sary buildings. For the present, he asked the superin- 
tendent to call together for the next day the peasants of 
the three villages, which were surrounded by the estate 
of Kuzm{inskoe, in order to announce to them his inten- 
tion and to come to an agreement in regard to the land 
which he was to give them. 

With a pleasant consciousness of his firmness in the 
face of the superintendent’s proofs and of his readiness 
to sacrifice in favour of the peasants, Nekhlytidov left 
the office. Reflecting on the business which was before 
him, he walked around the house, along the flower-beds 
which now were neglected (there was a well-kept flower- 
bed opposite the superintendent’s house), over the lawn- 
tennis ground, now overgrown with chicory, and over the 
avenue of lindens, where he used to go out to smoke his 
cigar, and where three years before pretty Miss Kirfmov, 
who had been visiting them, had coquetted with him. 
Having thought out the points of the speech which he 
intended to make to the peasants on the following day, 
Nekhlytidov went over to the superintendent’s, and, having 
considered with him at tea how to liquidate the whole 
estate, quite calm and satisfied with the good deed which 
he was about to do to the peasants, he entered the room of 
the large house, which was always used for the reception 
of guests, and which now was prepared for him. 

In this small apartment, with its pictures representing 
various views of Venice, and a mirror between two win- 
dows, was placed a clean spring bed and a table with 
a decanter of water, with matches, and a light-extinguisher. 
On a large table near the mirror lay his open portmanteau, 
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in which could be seen his toilet-case and a few books 
which he had taken along: one of these, in Russian, was 
an essay on the investigation of the laws of criminality ; 
there were also one German and one English book on the 
same subject. He wanted to read them during his free 
moments, while travelling from village to village; but it 
was too late now, and he was getting ready to go to sleep, 
in order to prepare himself early in the morning for the 
explanation with the peasants. 

In the room there stood in the corner an antique chair 
of red wood, with incrustations, and the sight of this 
chair, which he remembered having seen in his mother’s 
sleeping-room, suddenly evoked an unexpected feeling in 
Nekhlytidov. He suddenly grew sorry for the house, 
which would now go to ruin, and for the garden, which 
would become a waste, and for the forests, which would be 
cut down, and for all those stables, barns, implement sheds, 
machines, horses, cows; though they had not been got by 
him, he knew with what labour they had been got together 
and maintained. Before, it had appeared to him easy to 
renounce it all, but now he was sorry not only for all this, 
but also to lose the land and half the income, which 
might be so useful to him. And at once he was assailed 
by the reflections that it was not wise or proper to give 
the land to the peasants, and to destroy his estate. 

“T must not own land. But if I do not own land, I 
cannot maintain all this estate. Besides, 1 am now bound 
for Siberia, and therefore neither the house nor the estate 
would be of any use to me,” said one voice. “That is 80,” 
said another voice, “but in the first place, you are not 
going to pass all your life in Siberia; and if you marry, 
there may be children. And you have received the estate 
in good order, and ought to transmit it in the same condi- 
tion. There are certain duties to the land. It is very 
easy to give it up and ruin it, but very difficult to start 
it anew. But, above everything else, you must well 
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consider what it is you intend to do with your life, and 
you must take your measures in regard to your property 
in accordance with this decision. And is your determina- 
tion firm? Then again, are you acting sincerely in con- 
formity with your conscience, or do you do so for the sake 
of people, in order to boast before them?” Nekhlytidov 
asked himself, and could not help confessing that the 
opinions of people had an influence upon his decision. The 
longer he thought, the more did questions arise before 
him, and the more insolvable they became. 

In order to free himself from these thoughts, he lay 
down on his fresh bed and wanted to fall asleep, in order 
to solve on the morrow, when his head would be clear, 
all those questions in which he had become entangled 
now. But he could not sleep for a long time. Through 
the open windows poured in, together with the fresh air 
and moonlight, the croaking of frogs, which was inter- 
rupted by the singing and whistling of the nightingales 
far away in the park, and of one near by, under the win- 
dow, in a spreading lilac bush. Listening to the sounds 
of the frogs and nightingales, Nekhlyvidov thought of the 
music of the superintendent's daughter; he also recalled 
the superintendent of the prison, and Maslova, whose 
lips had quivered like the croaking of the frogs, when 
she said, “Leave me altogether.” Then the German 
superintendent of the estate was going down to the frogs. 
It was necessary to hold him back, but he not only 
slipped down, but even became Maslova herself, and 
began to reproach, “I am a convict, and you are a prince.” 
“No, I will not submit,” thought Nekhlytidov, awakening, 
and he asked himself: “ Well, am I doing right or wrong ? 
I do not know, and it does not make any difference to 
me. It makes no difference. But I must sleep.” And 
he himself bagan to slip down where the superintendent 
and Méslova had gone, and there everything was ended. 


IL. 


On the following day Nekhlyvidov awoke at nine 
o'clock. The young office clerk, who was attending him, 
upon hearing him stir, brought him his shoes which shone 
as never before, and clear, cold spring water, and an- 
nounced to him that the peasants had assembled. Nekh- 
lyidov jumped up from bed and shook off his sleep. 
There was not even a trace left of his last day’s feeling 
of regret at giving up his land and estate. He now 
thought of it with surprise. He now was rejoicing in 
his act, and involuntarily proud of it. Through the 
window of his room he could see the lawn-tennis ground, 
overgrown with chicory, where the peasants, at the 
superintendent's request, had gathered. 

The frogs had not been croaking in vain. The weather 
was gloomy ; a still, windless, warm rain had been driz- 
zling since morning, and it hung in drops on the leaves, 
branches, and grass. Through the window burst not only 
the odour of the verdure, but also the odour of the earth 
crying for moisture. While dressing, Nekhlyudov several 
times looked out of the window and watched the peasants 
coming together in the open space. They walked up one 
after another, took off their caps, and stood in a circle, 
leaning over their sticks. The superintendent, a plump, 
muscular, strong young man, in a short frock coat, with 
a green standing collar and immense buttons, came to tell 
Nekhlytidov that all had come, but that they would wait, 
while Nekhlytidov had better drink some. tea or coffee, 
for both were ready. 

“No, I prefer to go down to them at once,” said Nekh- 
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lyiidov, experiencing, quite unexpectedly to himself, a 
feeling of timidity and shame at the thought of the 
conversation which he was to have now with the peasants. 

He was about to fulfil that wish of the peasants, of 
which they did not even dare to dream, — to give them 
land at a low price, —that is, he was going to do them a 
kindness, and yet he felt ashamed of something. When 
Nekhlytidov approached the peasants gathered there, and 
the blond, curly, bald, and gray heads were bared, he 
became so embarrassed that he did not know what to say. 
The rain continued to drizzle and to settle on the hair, 
the beards, and the nap of the peasant caftans. The 
peasants looked at the master and waited for him to say 
something, while he was so embarrassed that he could 
not utter a word. This embarrassing silence was broken 
by the calm, self-confident German superintendent, who 
regarded himself as a connoisseur of the Russian peasant, 
and who spoke Russian beautifully and correctly. This 
strong, overfed man, just like Nekhlytidov, presented a 
striking contrast to the lean, wrinkled faces and the thin 
shoulder-blades of the peasants, which protruded under 
neath their caftans. 

“The prince wants to do you a favour, and to give you 
land,—— only you do not deserve it,” said the superin- 
tendent. 

“Why do we not deserve it, Vasfli Kdérlych? Have 
we not worked for you?) Weare much satisfied with the 
defunct lady,——the kingdom of heaven be hers, — and 
the young prince is not going to abandon us,” began a 
red-haired orator. 

“T have called you together in order to give you land, 
if you so wish it,” said Nekhlytidov. 

The peasants were silent, as though not comprehend- 
ing; or not believing. 

“In what sense do you mean to give the land?” said a 
middle-aged peasant in a sleeveless coat. 
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“To let it to you at a low rental, for your own use.” 

“ That is very fine,” said an old man. 

“Tf only the price will be within our reach,” said an- 
other. 

“Why should we not take the land ?” 

“This is our business, — to make a living off the land.” 

“Tt will be easier for you. All you will have to do 
is to receive the money, and no trouble!” were heard 
some voices. 

“It is you who are causing the trouble,” said the Ger- 
man. “If you only worked and kept order.” 

“Tt is impossible for us, Vasili Kdérlych,” interposed a 
sharp-nosed, lean old man. “You say, ‘Why did you 
let your horse into the grain,’ but who has let him? I 
work day in, day out, with the scythe, and maybe fall 
asleep at night, and he is in your oats, and then you flay 
me alive.” 

“Tf you only kept things in order.” 

“Tt is easy for you to talk about order, but that is 
above our strength,” retorted a tall, black-haired, bearded, 
not very old man. 

“T have told you to put up fences.” 

“ Well, give us the timber for it,” protested an insignif- 
icant, small peasant at the rear. “I wanted to fence in 
last summer, when you stuck me into jail for three 
months to feed the lice. That’s the way I have fenced 
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in. 
«What is he talking about?” Nekhlytidov asked his 
superintendent. 

“ Der erste Duecb im Dorfe,” the superintendent said in 
German. “He has been caught every year in the woods. 
Learn to respect other people’s property,” said the super- 
intendent. 

“Do we not respect you?” said an old man. “We 
cannot help respecting you, because we are in your power, 
and you twist us into ropes.” 
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“ Well, my friend, you are not the people to be worsted ; 
it is you who are doing the worsting.” 

“Of course, we do the worsting! Last year you 
slapped my face, and so it was left. Apparently it does 
no good to try to get justice out of a rich man.” 

“ Do as the law tells you to.” 

Mamifestly this was an oratorical bout, in which the 
participants did not exactly see what they were talking 
about and to what purpose. On the one side, one could 
perceive anger restrained by fear, and on the other, the 
consciousness of superiority and power. Nekhlytidov was 
pained by what he heard, and tried to return to the mat- 
ter in hand, — to establish prices and determine the periods 
of payments. 

“How is it then about the land? Do you want it? 
And what price will you set upon it, if it is all given to 
you?” 

“Tt is your article, so you set a price.” 

Nekhlytidov mentioned a price. Although it was much 
lower than what was paid in the neighbourhood, the peas- 
ants, a8 1s always the case, began to haggle and to find 
the price too high, Nekhlytidov had expected that his 
proposition would be accepted with joy, but there was no 
apparent expression of pleasure. Nekhlytidov could see 
that this proposition was advantageous to them, because 
when the question arose who was going to take the land, 
whether the whole Commune, or by partnership, there be- 
gan bitter contentions between those peasants who wanted 
to exclude the feeble and the poor payers from participa- 
tion in the land, and those who were to be excluded. 
Finally, thanks to the superintendent, a price and periods 
of payment were agreed upon, and the peasants, convers- 
ing loudly, went down-hill, toward the village, while 
Nekhlyvidov went to the office to sketch the conditions 
with the superintendent. 

Everything was arranged as Nekhlytidov had wished 
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and expected: the peasants received their land at thirty 
per cent. less than was asked in the neighbourhood ; his 
income from the land was cut almost into two, but that 
was more than enough for Nekhlytidov, especially in con- 
junction with the sum which he received for the timber 
which he had sold, and which he was to net from the 
sale of the chattels. Everything seemed to go well, and 
yet Nekhlyvidov felt all the time ashamed of something. 
He saw that the peasants, notwithstanding the thanks 
which some had expressed to him, were dissatisfied and 
had expected something more. It turned out that he 
had lost a great deal, and the peasants did not receive 
what they had expected. 

On the following day the contract was signed, and, 
accompanied by the select old men, who had come to 
see him, Nekhlyudov, with the unpleasant feeling of 
something unfinished, seated himself in the superintend- 
ent’s superb “three-span carriage,” as the driver from the 
station had called it. Bidding the peasants good-bye, 
who shook their heads in surprise and dissatisfaction, he 
left for the station. The peasants were dissatisfied. 
Nekhlytidov was dissatisfied with himself. What it was 
he was dissatisfied with he did not know, but he for 
some reason felt all the time sad and ashamed. 


TI. 


Frou Kuzmfnskoe Nekhlytidov went to the estate 
which he had inherited from his aunts, the one where he 
had become acquainted with Katytisha. He intended to 
arrange matters with the land there just as at Kuzminskoe, 
and besides, to find out whatever he could about Katyusha 
and her child and his, whether it was true that it died, and 
how it died. He arrived at Pdnovo early in the morning. 
The first thing he was struck by, as he drove into the 
courtyard, was the sight of abandonment and decay that 
was on all the buildings, but especially on the house. The 
sheet-iron roof, which at one time had been green, not 
having been painted for a long time, was now red with rust, 
and several sheets were curled up, apparently by the wind ; 
the boards with which the house was lined had in spots 
been pulled off by people, wherever the boards came 
off easily by turning away the rusty nails. Both the 
front and back porches, especially the memorable one 
from the back, had rotted and were broken, and nothing 
but the cross-beams were left. Some windows were nailed 
up with boards, and the wing, in which the clerk lived, 
and the kitchen, and stable, — everything was gray and 
dilapidated. 

Only the garden did not look forlorn ; on the contrary, 
it had spread out and grown up and was now in full 
bloom ; beyond the fence could be seen, like white clouds, 
blooming cherry, apple, and plum trees. The clump of 
lilac bushes was flowering just as it had flowered twelve 
years before, when Nekhlytidov had played the “ burning” 
catching game with sixteen-year-old Katyiisha, and had 
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fallen and stung himself in the nettles. The larch which 
had been planted by Sdéfya Ivdénovna near the house, and 
which then had been not higher than a post, was now a 
large tree, of the size of building timber, and all clad 
in yellowish-green, fluffy needles. The river was within 
its banks and dinned at the mill in the sluices. In the 
meadow, beyond the river, was pasturing a mixed many- 
coloured herd of peasant cattle. 

The clerk, a seminarist who had not finished his course, 
met Nekhlyiidov in the yard, continually smiling; he 
invited him to the office, and, again smiling, as though 
promising something special by that smile, went behind 
the partition. Here there was some whispering, and then 
all grew silent. The driver having received a gratuity 
drove out of the yard, with tinkling bells, and then every- 
thing became completely still. Then a barefoot girl in 
an embroidered shirt, with fluff-rings in her ears, ran past 
the window ; after the girl ran a peasant, clattering with 
the hobnails of his heavy boots over the hard path. 

Nekhlytidov sat down near the window, looking at the 
garden and listening. A fresh spring breeze, bearing 
the odour of the ploughed-up earth, came in through the 
small double-winged window, softly agitating the hair on 
his perspiring brow, and some notes lying on the window- 
sill, which was all cut up with a knife. On the river, 
“ tra-pa-tap, tra-pa-tap,” plashed, interrupting each other, 
the washing-beetles of the women, and these sounds ran 
down the dam of the river, that shone in the sun; and 
one could hear the even fall of the water at the mill; 
and past the ear flew a fly, buzzing in a frightened and 
melodious manner. 

And suddenly Nekhlytidov recalled that just in the 
same manner long ago, when he was young and innocent, 
he had heard here on the river these sounds of the wash- 
ing-beetles over the wet clothes, through the even din of 
the mill; and just in the same manner the spring breeze 
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had agitated the hair on his damp brow and the notes on 
the cut-up window-sill; and just as frightened a fly had 
flown past his ear,— and he felt himself, not the eighteen- 
year-old youth, which he had been then, but possessed of 
the same freshness, purity, and a future full of great 
possibilities, and at the same time, as happens in dreams, 
he knew that that was no more, and he felt terribly sad. 

“When do you wish to eat?” the clerk asked him, 
smiling. 

“Whenever you wish,—I am not hungry. I shall 
walk down to the village.” 

“Would you not like to go into the house? Every- 
thing is in good order inside. You will see that if on 
the outside —” 

“No, later. But tell me, if you please, is there here 
a woman by the name of Matréna Khdrina?” (That was 
Katyvisha’s aunt.) 

«Certainly. She is in the village. I can’t manage 
ber. She keeps a dram-shop. I have upbraided and 
scolded her for it, but when it comes to writing an accu- 
sation, | am sorry for her: she is old, and has grand- 
children,” said the clerk, with the same smile, which 
expressed both a desire to be pleasant to the master, and 
also a conviction that Nekhlyudov understood matters as 
well as he. 

«Where does she live? I should like to go down to 
see her.” 

« At the edge of the village,— the third hut from the 
other end. On the left hand there is a brick cabin, and 
next to the brick cabin is her hut. I had better take you 
down,” said the clerk, with a smile of joy. 

“No, thank you. I shall find her. In the meantime, 
please, send word to the peasants to come together: I 
want to speak to them about the land,” said Nekhlyiidov, 
intending to arrange everything here as at Kuzminskoe, 
and, if possible, on that very day. 


IV. 


Upon emerging from the gate, Nekhlytidov met on the 
hard-trodden path across the pasture, which was over- 
grown with plantain and wild rosemary, the peasant girl, 
with rapidly moving, stout, bare feet, in a motley apron, 
with fiuff-rings in her ears. She was now returning. She 
swayed her left hand across her path, while with her 
right she clutched a red cock to her body. The cock, 
with his wavy red crest, seemed to be quiet, and only 
rolled his eyes, and now stretched and now drew in one 
of his black legs, catching with his claws in the girl’s 
apron. As she was coming nearer to the master, she 
slowed down and changed her run to a walk; when 
she came abreast of him, she stopped and, swaying her 
head back, bowed to him; she moved on with the cock, 
when he had passed her. Coming down to a well, Nekh- 
lyuidov met an old woman, who on her stooping shoulders, 
covered with her dirty, rough shirt, was carrying full, 
heavy buckets. The old woman carefully let them down 
and bowed to him with the same back swing of her head. 

‘Beyond the well began the village. It was a clear, 
warm day, and at ten o’clock it was already hot, while 
the gathering clouds now and then veiled the sun. 
Through the whole street was borne a sharp, pungent, and 
not disagreeable odour of dung, which was proceeding 
from the carts that were climbing up-hill along a shining, 
smooth road, but more especially from the dug-up manure 
piles of the yards, past the open gates of which Nekhlyi- 
dov was going. The peasants, who were walking up the hill 
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back of the wagons, were barefooted, and their trousers 
and shirts were daubed with the manure liquid ; they were 
looking back at the tall, stout gentleman, in a gray hat, 
which glistened in the sun with its silk band, as he was 
walking up the village, at every second step touching the 
ground with his shining knotty cane, with a sparkling 
knob. The peasants, who were returning from the field, 
shaking on the seats of their empty carts, which came 
down at a gallop, took off their caps and with surprise 
watched the unusual man who was walking up their 
street, while the women walked out of the gates or upon 
the porches and pointed him out to each other, and 
followed him with their eyes. 

At the fourth gate, past which Nekhlytidov happened 
to pass, he was stopped by a cart that was just coming 
out with a squeak from the gate; it was packed high 
with manure,and had a mat on top to sit on. A six- 
year-old boy, excited at the ride which he was going to 
have, was following the wagon. A young peasant, in 
bast shoes, making long strides, was driving the horses 
out of the gate. A long-legged, bluish-gray colt leaped out 
of the gate, but, becoming frightened at Nekhblytidov, 
pressed close to the cart and, hurting its legs against the 
wheels, jumped ahead of its distressed and slightly 
neighing mother, that was pulling the heavy wagon. The 
other horse was being led out by a lean, lively old man, who 
was also barefoot, in striped trousers and a long, dirty 
shirt, with protruding shoulder-blades. 

When the horses got out on the hard road, which was 
bestrewn with tufts of manure, gray, as though burnt, 
the old man turned back to the gate and bowed to 
Nekhlytidov. 

« Are you the nephew of our ladies ?” 

“Yes, yes.” 

“I welcome you upon your arrival. Have you come 
to see us?” said the talkative old man. 
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“Yes, yes— Well, how are you getting along?” said 
Nekhlyuidov, not knowing what to say. 

“What kind of a life is it that we lead? The very 
worst kind,” the talkative old man said, in a singsong, 
drawling way, as though it gave him pleasure to tell it. 

“Why is it bad?” said Nekhlytidov, walking into the 
gate. 

“ What kind of a life is it? The very worst kind,” said 
the old man, going with Nekhlyudov to the penthouse, 
which was cleaned out to the ground. 

Nekhlyudov went after him under the penthouse. 

“There they are, twelve souls,” continued the old man, 
pointing to two women, who, with receding kerchiefs, 
perspiring, their skirts tucked up, with bare calves soiled 
half-way up with the manure, were standing with pitch- 
forks on the platform which was not yet cleaned out from 
the dung. “I have to buy six puds every month, and 
where am I to get it?” 

“ Haven't you enough of your own?” 

“Of my own?” said the old man, with a contemptuous 
smile. “I have enough land for three souls, and this 
year I have only harvested eight ricks, so that there was 
not enough to last until Christmas.” 

“What do you do, then?” 

“ We do like this: I have hired out one as a labourer, 
and have borrowed money from you, gracious sir. I bor- 
rowed it before Shrovetide, and the taxes are not yet paid. “ 

“ What are your taxes?” 

“From my farm they are seventeen roubles for four 
months. God preserve us from such a life! I do not 
know how to turn about.” 

“ May I go into your house?” said Nekhlytidov, moving 
through the small yard, and passing from the cleaned-up 
place to the untouched, but forked-over, saffron-yellow, 
strong-smelling layers of manure. 

“Why not? Step in,” said the old man, and, with 
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rapid strides of his bare feet, that pressed the liquid 
manure between their toes, running ahead of Nekhlytidov, 
he opened the door for him. 

The women adjusted the kerchiefs on their heads, let 
down their skirts, and with terrified curiosity looked at 
the clean master, with the gold cuff-buttons, who was 
walking into their house. 

From the hut rushed: out two little girls in shirts. 
Bending and taking off his hat, Nekhlyidov entered the 
vestibule and the dirty and narrow room, which smelled 
of some sour food, and which was occupied by two looms. 
Near the oven stood an old woman with the sleeves of 
her lean, venous, sunburnt arms rolled up. 

“Here is our master, and he is visiting us,” said the 
old man. 

“You are welcome,” kindly said the old woman, rolling 
down her sleeves. 

“T wanted to see how you are getting along,” said 
Nekhlytidov. 

“We live just as you see. The hut is ready to tumble 
down any time, and it will kill somebody yet. But the 
old man says that it is good. So we live, and rule over 
things,” said the vivacious old woman, nervously jerking 
her head. “I am getting ready to dine. I have to feed 
the working people.” 

“ What are you going to have for dinner?” 

“For dinner? We have good food. First course — 
bread with kvas; the second — kvas with bread,” said the 
old woman, grinning with her half-worn-off teeth. 

“No, without jokes, show me what it is you are going 
to have for dinner to-day.” 

“What we shall eat?” said the old man, laughing. 
“Qur food is not complicated. Show it to him, old 
woman.” 

The old woman shook her head. 

«So you want to see our peasant food. You are a 


310 RESURRECTION 


curious gentleman, as I look at you. He wants to know 
everything. I told you, bread and kvas, and soup made 
of goutwort, which the women brought yesterday, — that’s 
the soup, and then, potatoes.” 

« And that is all?” . . 

“ What else is there to be? We wash it down with 
milk,” said the old woman, laughing, and looking at the 
door. 

The door was open, and the vestibule was full of people, 
boys, girls, women with their babes, watching the strange 
master who was examining the peasant food. The old 
woman was evidently proud of her ability to converse 
with the master. 

“Yes, sir, it is a bad, bad life we lead,” said the old 
man. “ Whither are you going?” he shouted at those 
who were standing in the door. 

“ Good-bye,” said Nekhlyvidov, experiencing uneasiness 
and shame, as to the cause of which he did not give him- 
self any account. 

“We thank you most humbly for having visited us,” 
said the old man. 

In the vestibule, the people, pressing against each other, 
made way for him, and he went into the street and walked 
up the hill. He was followed by two barefoot boys from 
the vestibule: one of these, the elder, was in a dirty, once 
white shirt, and the other, in a worthless, faded, rose- 
coloured shirt. Nekhlytidov looked back at them. 

“ Whither are you going now?” asked the boy in the 
white shirt. 

“To Matréna Khéarina,” he said. “Do you know 
her?” 

The little fellow in the rose-coloured shirt laughed out 
for some reason, while the elder seriously asked : 

“What Matréna? An old woman?” 

“Yes, an old woman.” 

“ Q-oh,” he drawled out. “That is Semén’s wife, at the 
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edge of the village. We shall take you there. Come, 
Fédya, let us take him there !” 

“ And the horses ?” 

“ Maybe it won’t hurt.” 

Fédya agreed with him, and they went all three up 
the street. 


V. 


NEKHLYfDOV was more at ease with the boys than 
with the grown people, and he talked to them on the way 
up. The little boy in the rose-coloured shirt stopped 
laughing, and spoke as cleverly and clearly as the elder 
child. 

“Who is poorest of all here?” asked Nekhlyudov. 

“Who is poor? Mikhéyla is poor, Semén Makérov, and 
then Marfa is mighty poor.” 

«And Anfsya,— she is poorer still Anfsya has not 
even 2 cow, and she has to go a-begging,” said little Fédya. 

“She has no cow, but there are only three of them, 
while there are five of them at Marfa’s house,” insisted 
the elder boy. 

« But she is a widow,” the rose-coloured boy defended 
Anisya. 

« You say Anfsya is a widow, but Marfa is as good as a 
widow,” continued the elder boy. “It is all the same as 
though she did not have a husband.” 

“Where is her husband?” asked Nekhlytdov. 

“In jail, feeding lice,” said the elder boy, using the 
customary expression. 

«Last summer he cut down two little birches in the 
manorial forest, so he was locked up,” hastened to say 
the little rose-coloured boy. “He has been there these 
six months, and the woman has to beg, for herself, three 
children, and a poor old woman,” he explained at great 
length. 

“Where does she live?” asked Nekhlyvidov. 

“In this very house,” said the boy, pointing at the hut, 
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in front of which a white-haired little child, who was 
barely holding himself on his crooked legs with its 
turned-out knees, was standing, with a swinging motion, 
on the path over which Nekhlyvidov was walking. 

“Vdska, where are you running, you little urchin ?” 
cried a woman in a dirty gray shirt, which looked as 
though it were covered with ashes, as she came running 
out of the hut. She rushed with a frightened face in 
front of Nekhlytidov, picked up the child, and carried 
him into the house. 

It looked as though she were afraid lest Nekhlyvidov 
should do him some harm. 

That was the woman whose husband was locked up in 
jail for having taken the birches out of Nekhlytidov's 
forest. 

«Well, and Matréna, is she poor?” asked Nekhlytidov, 
as they were coming close to Matréna’s hut. 

“ Not at all poor: she traffics in liquor,” the slim rose- 
coloured boy answered resolutely. 

Upon reaching Matréna’s hut, Nekhlyvidov dismissed 
the boys, and entered the vestibule, and then the house. 
Old Matréna’s cabin was about fifteen feet square, so that 
on the bed, which was back of the oven, it was not pos- 
sible for a tall man to stretch himself. “On this very 
bed,” he thought, “ Katytisha bore the child and then lay 
ill” Nearly the whole room was occupied by a loon, 
which the old woman was putting away with her elder 
granddaughter’s assistance, just as Nekhlytidov, having 
struck his head against the low door, entered. Two other 
grandchildren rushed headlong after the master, and 
stopped in the door, taking hold of the crosspiece with 
their hands. 

“Whom do you want?” angrily asked the old woman, 
who was in bad humour on account of the loom that was 
giving her trouble. Besides, as she secretly sold liquor, 
she was afraid of all strangers. 
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“Tam the proprietor. I should like to talk with you.” 

The old woman was silent and looked fixedly at him; 
then she suddenly became transformed. 

« Ah, you, dear sir, and I, foolish woman, did not rec- 
ognize you. I thought it was some transient,” she said, 
in a feignedly kind voice. “Ah, you, my clear-eyed 
falcon.” 

«“T should like to talk to you without witnesses,” said 
Nekhlytidov, looking at the open door, where the children 
stood, and beyond which was a haggard woman, with a 
lean, sickly, pale, continually smiling baby, in a skull-cap 
made of rags. 

“What is it you have not seen? I will show you! 
Just let me have my crutch,” cried the old woman at 
those who were standing in the door. “ Please close the 
door !” 

The children went away, and the woman with the 
babe closed the door. 

“I was wondering who it is has come. And behold, 
it is the master. My golden one, my precious beauty,” 
said the old woman. “And so you have deigned to come 
to see me. O you precious one! Sit down here, your 
Serenity, right here on the bench,” she said, wiping off 
the bench with her apron. “I was wondering what devil 
it was that was coming here, and behold, it was your 
Serenity, the good master, the benefactor, our protector.” 

Nekhlytidov sat down; the old woman stood in front 
of him, supported her cheek with her right hand, with 
her left hand caught hold of the elbow of her right arm, 
and began to speak in a singsong voice: 

“You have grown old, your Serenity; you used to be 
like a pretty flower, and now? Evidently you, too, have 
known sorrow !” 

“I came to ask you whether you remember Katyiisha 
Méslova ?” 

“Katerina! How could I forget her—-she is my 
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niece. Of eourse ] remember her; I have wept so many 
tears for her. I know all. Who, my dear, is not sinful 
before God, and not guilty toward the Tsar? A young 
thing, she drank tea and coffee,— well, the unclean 
one tempted her, for he is strong, and the sin was com- 
mitted. What is to be done? If you had abandoned 
her, but no, you gave her a good reward, a whole hun- 
dred roubles. And what did she do? She could not 
comprehend it. If she had listened to me, she might 
have lived well. Though she is my niece, I must say, 
she is not a sensible girl I had found such a fine place 
for her, but she would not submit, and cursed the master. 
It is not right for us to curse masters. Well, she was 
dismissed. Then, she might have lived at the house of 
the forester, but she did not want to.” 

“TI wanted to ask about the child. She bore him in 
your house, I think. Where is the child?” 

“Thad, dear sir, well provided for the child. She was 
very ill, and thought she would not get up. I had the 
child baptized, as is proper, and sent him to a foundling 
house. Really, what was the use of tormenting an angelic 
little soul, when the mother was dying. Others leave 
the child without feeding, and it dies; but I thought that 
it was not right, and so I took the trouble, and sent him 
to the foundling house. There was some money, and so 
he was taken there.” 

“Did he have a number?” 

“He did, only he died. She said that he died the 
moment she came there.” 

“Who is she?” 

“That woman who used to live at Skoréddnoe. That 
was her business. Maldnya was her name, — she is dead 
now. She was a clever woman — and that’s the way she 
did it. Ifa child was brought to her, she kept it in her 
house, and fed it. And she fed it until the time for 
taking it away. When there were three or four, she took 
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them away. She did it very cleverly: she had a large 
cradle, in the shape of a double bed, so that the children 
could be placed either way. And there was a handle 
attached to it. So she would place four of them with 
their heads apart, so that they should not hurt each other, 
and with their feet together, and thus she took the four 
away. She stuck sucking rags into their mouths, so the 
dear little things were content.” 

«Well, and then?” 

“Well, so she took Katerina’s child and kept him for 
about two weeks. He began to ail in her house.” 

“Was he a nice child?” asked Nekhlyvidov. 

“So nice that he ought to have had better care, but 
that was not possible. He was just like you,” added the 
old woman, blinking with her old eye. 

“What weakened him so? I suppose he did not get 
the right food.” 

“What feeding could it be? Consider that it was not 
her child. All she cared for was to get him there alive. 
She said that he died the moment she reached Moscow 
with him. She brought a certificate about it, all in 
proper shape. She was a clever woman.” 

That was all Nekhlytidov was able to find out about 
his child. 


VI. 


HAVING again struck his head against the doors of the 
house and of the vestibule, Nekhlyuidov emerged in the 
street. The dirty white and the rose-coloured boy were 
waiting for him. A few more had joined them. There 
were also waiting a few women with their suckling babes, 
and among them was the woman who lightly held in her 
arms the anemic child with the skull-cap made of rags. 
This child did not cease smiling strangely with its whole 
old-looking face and twirling strainedly its large fingers. 

Nekhlytidov knew that this was a smile of suffering. 
He asked who this woman was. 

«This is that very Anisya of whom I have told you,” 
said the elder boy. 

Nekhlytidov turned to Anisya. 

“ How are you getting along?” he asked. “What do 
you live on?” 

“How do I live? I beg,” said Antisya, and burst out 
weeping. 

The old-looking child melted into a smile, twisting its 
worm-like little feet. 

Nekhlyvidov drew out his pocketbook, and gave the 
woman ten roubles. He had not made two steps when 
he was overtaken by another woman with a child, then 
by an old woman, and again by another. They all 
spoke of their poverty, and asked to be helped. Nekhlyi- 
dov distributed the sixty roubles in small bills which he 
had in his pocketbook, and, with a terrible gnawing 
in his heart, returned home, that is, to the wing of the 
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The clerk, smiling, met Nekhlyvidov with the informa- 
tion that the peasants would gather in the evening. 
Nekhlytidov thanked him, and, without entering the 
rooms, went to stroll through the garden over the over- 
grown paths, which were strewn with the white petals of 
the apple-blossoms, thinking over everything he had seen. 

At first everything near the wing was quiet, but later 
Nekhlyvidov heard two angry contending voices of women, 
through which now and then sounded the calm voice of 
the smiling clerk. Nekhlyvidov listened. 

“T can’t make out why you are pulling the cross off 
my neck,” said one furious feminine voice. 

“She just ran in,” said another voice. “Give her 
back to me, I say. Don’t torment the cow, and keep the 
milk away from the children.” 

“ Pay, or work it off,” said the calm voice of the clerk. 

Nekhlytidov came out of the garden and went up to 
the porch, where two dishevelled women were standing, 
one of them apparently in the last stages of pregnancy. 
On the steps of the porch stood the clerk, with his hands 
in the pockets of his linen ulster. Upon noticing the 
master, the women grew silent and began to fix the ker- 
chiefs which had slipped off their heads, and the clerk 
took his hands out of his pockets and smiled. 

The trouble was, as the clerk explained it, that the 
peasants purposely let the calves, and even the cows, out 
on the manorial meadows. Thus two cows belonging to 
these women had been caught in the meadow and had 
been driven in. Now the clerk demanded thirty kopeks 
@ cow, or two days work from each of the women. But 
the women declared that, in the first place, the cows had 
just entered there; that, in the second, they had no 
money ; and that, in the third, for the promise to work off 
the fine, they demanded the immediate return of the cows 
that had been standing since morning in the hot sun 
without food, and lowing pitifully. 
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“ How often I have asked them in all kindness,” said 
the smiling clerk, looking at Nekhlytidov, as though 
appealing to him as to a witness, “to look after their 
cattle when they drive them out to pasture!” 

“T just ran down to look at my baby, when they ran 
away.” 

“Then don’t go away, when you are supposed to watch 
the cattle!” 

“ And who will feed the baby? You won't give them 
the breast.” 

“Tf she had really cropped the meadow, her belly 
would not pain her now, but she had barely gone in,” 
said the other. 

«They have pastured off all the meadows,” the clerk 
addressed Nekhlytidov. “If they are not to be fined, 
there will be no hay at all.” 

“Qh, don’t sin,” cried the woman with child. “ Mine 
have never gone there before.” 

“ But they have now, and so pay, or work it off.” 

“TI will work it off, only let the cows go, and don't 
starve them,” she cried, angrily. “As it is, I have no rest, 
neither by day nor by night. My mother-in-law is sick. 
My husband is on a spree. I have to attend to every- 
thing, and I have no strength. Choke yourself with your 
working off.” 

Nekhlytidov asked the clerk to release the cows, and 
himself went to the garden to finish his reflections, but 
there was nothing to think about. 

Everything was so clear to him that he could not help 
wondering how it was that people, and he himself in- 
cluded, had not seen long ago what was so manifestly 
clear. The people are dying by starvation, and are used 
to this process of starvation; among them conditions of 
life, adapted to this starvation, have formed themselves: 
the dying off of the children, hard labour for the women 
which surpasses their strength, insufficiency of food for 
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all, especially for the older men. And thus the people 
slowly arrive at a state when they no longer see its whole 
terror, and do not complain of it. Therefore we regard 
this condition as natural, and think that it ought to be 
such. 

Now it was as clear as day to him that the chief cause 
of the people’s suffering, as perceived and pointed out by 
the peasants themselves, consisted in the fact that the 
landed proprietors had taken away the land from which 
they could provide for their needs. At the same time, it 
was exceedingly clear that the children and old people 
died because they had no milk, and they had no milk 
because there was no land on which to pasture their cows 
and harvest their grain and hay ; it was exceedingly clear 
that all the suffering of the people, or at least the chief 
and nearest cause of that suffering, came from the fact 
that the land which fed them was not in their hands, 
but in the hands of men who, making use of the right to 
that land, lived by the labours of the people. And the 
land, which was so necessary to the peasants that they 
starved for the lack of it, was worked by these very 
people, who were reduced to extremity, in order that the 
grain might be sold abroad, and that the owners of the 
land might be able to buy themselves hats, canes, car- 
riages, bronzes, and so on. 

This was now as clear to him as that horses which are 
shut up in an enclosure where they have browsed off all 
the grass will be lean and starving, unless they be per- 
mitted to use the land where they may find food for 
themselves. And that was terrible, and could not and 
ought not to be. And means ought to be found to do 
away with this, or at least he himself ought not to take 
part in it. 

“T shall certainly find a way,” he thought, walking up 
and down, in the nearest avenue of birches. “In learned 
societies, governmental institutions, and newspapers we 
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talk about the causes of the people’s impoverishment, and 
about the means for their uplifting, except the one certain 
means, which the people will unquestionably suggest, and 
which is that the land which has been taken from them 
be returned to them.” He vividly recalled the funda- 
mental doctrine of Henry George, and his former enthusi- 
asm for it, and he wondered how it was he had forgotten 
it all. “The land cannot be the object of private owner- 
ship; it cannot be the object of purchase and sale, any 
more than water, air, and the sun are. Everybody has the 
same right to the land and to the privileges which it be- 
stows.” And he understood now why he felt so ashamed 
as he was arranging matters at Kuzminskoe. He had 
been deceiving himself. Though he knew that man had no 
right to the land, he assumed it in his own case, and pre- 
sented the peasants with a part of that which, in the 
depth of his soul, he knew he had no right to. 

He would not do that here, but would change his Kuz- 
minskoe procedure. He thought out a project, which 
was that he would give the land to the peasants at a stated 
rental, which rental was to be the peasants’ property and 
to be used for the payment of taxes and for public needs. 
This was not the Single-tax, but the nearest possible ap- 
proach to it under present conditions. The chief thing was 
that he renounced his right of private ownership of land. 

When he came back to the house, the clerk, smiling 
most joyfully, invited him to dine, at the same time ex- 
pressing his fear lest the food, which had been prepared by 
his wife with the help of the girl with the fluff-rings in 
her ears, should be cooked and broiled too much. 

The table was covered with a rough cloth; an em- 
broidered towel took the place of a napkin; and on the 
table stood an old Saxon ware soup-bowl, with a broken 
handle, in which was potato soup with that cock which 
had been protruding now one black leg and now another, 
and which now was cut and even chopped into small 
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pieces, in many places still covered with feathers. After 
the soup came the same cock with singed feathers, and 
cheese dumplings with a large quantity of butter and 
sugar. Although all that was not very palatable, Nekh- 
lyuidov ate it, without knowing what he was eating, for 
he was so occupied with his thought, which had at once 
dispelled the gloom that he had brought with him from 
the village. 

The clerk’s wife peeped through the door, while the 
frightened girl, with the fluff-rings in her ears, was carry- 
ing in a dish, and the clerk himself, proud of his wife’s 
art, kept smiling ever more joyfully. 

After dinner, Nekhlyuidov with difficulty got the clerk 
to sit down, and in order to verify his plans to himself 
and to have somebody to whom to tell that which so in- 
terested him, he informed him of his project of giving the 
land to the peasants, and asked him for his opinion on 
the matter. The clerk smiled, trying to look as though he 
had thought so himself for a long time, and as though 
he were glad to hear it; in reality, he did not understand 
a word, apparently not because Nekhlyudov did not ex- 
press himself clearly, but because from this project it 
appeared that Nekhlytidov was renouncing his advantage 
for the advantage of others; whereas the truth that every 
man cared only for his own advantage, to the disadvantage 
of other people, had taken such firm root in the con- 
sciousness of the clerk that he concluded that he had not 
understood Nekhlyudov right when he told him that the 
whole income from the land was to form the common 
capital of the peasants. 

“TI see. So you will get a certain per cent. from that 
capital,” he said, beaming with intelligence. 

“Not at all Understand that I am giving all the land 
away.” 

“ But then you will have no income,” said the clerk, no 
longer smiling. 
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“No, I sha’n’t. I renounce it.” 

The clerk heaved a heavy sigh, and then once more 
began to smile, He saw that Nekhlyvidov was not quite 
sane, and immediately set out to discover in the project of 
Nekhlytidov, who was giving up his land, a chance for his 
own personal advantage; he tried to comprehend that 
project in the sense of being able himself to make use of 
the land which was to be given away. 

But when he saw that that was not possible, he felt 
aggrieved, and ceased taking any interest in the plan, and 
continued to smile only to please his master. Seeing that 
the clerk did not understand him, Nekhlyvidov dismissed 
him, and himself sat down at the cut-up and ink-stained 
table, in order to put his plan down on paper. 

The sun had just set behind the newly budded trees, 
and the gnats flew in swarms into the room and stung 
him. When he had ended his note and at the same time 
heard the bleating of the cattle in the village, the creaking 
of opened gates, and the conversation of the peasants col- 
lected for the meeting, Nekhlyvidov told the clerk not to 
call the peasants to the office, but that he himself would go 
to the village and to the yard where the peasants might 
be gathered. Having swallowed a glass of tea offered him 
by the clerk, Nekhlyuidov went to the village. 


VIL 


THERE was noisy talk near the yard of the elder, but 
the moment Nekhlytidov approached, the conversation 
died down, and all the peasants, just as at Kuzminskoe, 
one after another took off their hats. The peasants of 
this locality looked more poverty-stricken than those at 
Kuzminskoe: just as the women and girls wore fluff-rings 
in their ears, so the men were nearly all of them in bast 
shoes and caftans. Some were barefoot, and in nothing 
but their shirts, just as they had come from their work. 

Nekblytidov made an effort over himself and began his 
speech by saying that he intended to give them the land 
altogether. The peasants were silent and there was no 
change in the expression of their faces. 

« Because I consider,” said Nekhlytidov, blushing, “ that 
everybody has a right to make use of the land.” 

«“ That isso. That is correct,” were heard the voices of 
the peasants. 

Nekhlytidov continued t@ speak, telling them that the 
income from the land ought to be divided up among all, 
and therefore he proposed that they take the land and pay 
such rental as they themselves might determine on into 
the common capital, which was to be at their disposal. 
There were heard words of approval and agreement, but 
the serious faces of the peasants became ever more serious, 
and the eyes, which had been looking at the master, were 
cast down, as though not to shame him with the fact that 
his cunning had been understood by all, and that he 
would not deceive anybody. 
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Nekhlytidov spoke quite clearly, and the peasants were 
sensible people, but he was not understood, nor could he 
ever be, for the same reason that the clerk was unable to 
comprehend him. They were fully convinced that it was 
proper for every man to look out for his advantage. But 
the landed proprietors, they knew by the experience of 
several generations, always watched their own interests 
to the disadvantage of the peasants. Consequently, if the 
proprietor called them together and offered them some- 
thing new, it was manifestly for the purpose of cheating 
them more cunningly still. 

«Well, what rental do you expect to put on the land ?” 
asked Nekhlytidov. 

“What is the use putting a price on it? We cannot do 
that. The land is yours, and so is the power,” was the 
answer from the crowd. 

« But you will be using that money for your own com- 
mon purposes.” 

“We cannot do that. The common good is one thing, 
and this is another.” 

“ Understand,” said the smiling clerk, who had come up 
after Nekhlytidov, wishing to explain the matter, “that 
the prince gives the land to you for money, and the 
money goes back to you as your own capital, for your 
common good.” 

“We understand quite well,” said an angry-looking, 
toothless peasant, without raising his eyes. “It is just 
like in a bank, only we shall have to pay at stated times. 
We do not wish that, because it is hard for us as it is, and 
that will ruin us completely.” 

“Tt does us no good. Let us live as before,” spoke dis- 
satisfied and even insulting voices. 

They began to refuse more resolutely when Nekhlyiidov 
mentioned a contract which he would sign and they would 
have to sign, too. 

“What is the use of signing? As we have worked 
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before, so we shall continue to work. But what good is 
this? We are ignorant people.” 

“We can’t agree to it, because it is an unusual busi- 
ness. As it has been, so let it be. If only the seeds be 
changed,” were heard some voices. 

To change the seeds meant that under present condi- 
tions the seeding was done from the peasant grain, whereas 
they wanted the master to furnish the grain to them. 

“So you decline it, and will not take the land?” asked 
Nekhlytidov, turning to a middle-aged barefoot peasant, 
with a beaming countenance, in a torn caftan, who in his 
bent hand was holding his tattered cap just as soldiers 
hold theirs when they take them off by command. 

“ Yes, sir,” replied this soldier, who apparently had not 
yet been freed from the hypnotism of militarism. 

“Consequently you have enough land?” said Nekh- 
lyvidov. 

“Not at all,” said the ex-soldier, with an artificial, 
happy grin, carefully holding his tattered cap in front of 
him, as though offering it to anybody who might like to 
use it. 

“Still, you had better consider what I have told you,” : 
said Nekhlytidov, in surprise, and he repeated his propo- 
sition. 

“We have nothing to think over. As we have said, so 
it will be,” angrily muttered the toothless old man. 

“TI shall stay here all day to-morrow. If you have 
changed your minds, send word to me.” 

The peasants made no reply. 

Nekhlytidov could not get anything out of them, and 
went back to the office. 

“Let me inform you, prince,” said the clerk, upon re- 
turning home, “that you will come to no understanding 
with them: they are stubborn people. The moment they 
are at a meeting, they become stubborn, and there is no 
stirring them after that. They are afraid of everything. 
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And yet, on other occasions these very peasants — take, 
for example, that gray-haired, or that swarthy man, who 
did not agree—-are clever people. Whenever one of 
them comes to the office, and I ask him to sit down and 
drink a glass of tea,” said the smiling clerk, “he talks 
quite freely, and he is a minister as regards his mind, 
— he will judge everything correctly. But at the meet- 
ing he is an entirely different man, and he sticks to just 
one thing.” 

“Can't you send for some of these more intelligent 
peasants,” said Nekhlytidov. “I should like to explain it 
to them in detail.” 

«That can be done,” said the smiling clerk. 

« Then, please, call them for to-morrow.” 

“That can be done,” said the clerk, smiling even more 
cheerfully. “I shall call them for to-morrow.” 


“T declare, he is shrewd!” said, swaying on his well- 
fed mare, the swarthy peasant, with his shaggy, never 
combed beard, to another old, lean peasant in a tattered 
caftan, who was riding near him and clanking with the 
‘iron hobbles. They were riding to put the horses to pas- 
ture for the night on the highway and secretly in the 
manorial forest. “The idea of his giving away the land 
if we put down our signatures! They have been fooling 
us long enough. No, sir, you are joking! Nowadays we 
understand a thing or two ourselves,” he added, and began 
to call back the straying yearling colt. 

“ Here, colt,” he cried, stopping his horse and looking 
back,:but the colt was not behind, but had gone into the 
meadow at one side. 

«That is where he has gone to, accursed one, into the 
manorial meadow,” said the swarthy peasant with the 
shaggy beard, as he heard on the dew-covered meadow, 
fragrant with the swamp, the crashing of the dock, over 
which the straying colt was prancing and whinnying. 
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«You hear, the meadows are getting full of weeds. 
On the holiday we shall have to send the women to weed 
out the meadows,” said the slim peasant in the torn caf- 
tan. “Else we shall ruin our scythes.” 

“Put down your signatures, he says,’ the shaggy peas- 
ant continued his judgment of the master’s speech. “ You 
sign your name, and he will swallow you alive.” 

«That is right,” answered the old man. And they did 
not say anything more. There was heard only the thud 
of the horses’ feet on the rough road. 


VIIL 


Upon returning home, Nekhlytidov found in the office, 
which had been prepared for him for the night, a high 
bed with a feather mattress, two pillows, and a crimson, silk, 
double, unbending coverlet, quilted with a small design, — 
evidently from the trousseau of the clerk’s wife. The 
clerk offered Nekhlyuidov what was left of the dinner, but 
receiving a refusal, he excused himself for his slim enter- 
tainment and accommodation, and retired, leaving Nekh- 
lyvidov to himself. 

The peasants’ refusal did not in the least embarrass 
Nekhlytidov. On the contrary, he felt quite composed 
and happy, although there, at Kuzminskoe, his proposition 
had been accepted and he had received thanks, while here 
incredulity and even hostility were shown to him. The 
office was close and not clean. Nekhlytidov went into 
the yard and wanted to go into the garden, but he recalled 
that night, the window in the maids’ room, and the back 
porch, and it seemed unpleasant to him to stroll through 
places that were polluted by criminal recollections. He 
sat down on the porch, and, inhaling the strong odour of 
the young birch leaves, which was everywhere in the 
warm air, he for a long time looked at the darkling garden 
and listened to the mill, to the nightingales, and to some 
other kind of a bird, which was monotonously whistling 
in a bush near the porch. 

In the clerk’s window the light was extinguished ; in 
the east, back of the barn, crimsoned the glow of the 
rising moon; heat-lightnings ever more brightly illu- 
minated the blooming, wild-growing garden and the dilap- 
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idated house; a distant clap of thunder was heard, and 
one-third of the heaven was shrouded by a black cloud. 
The nightingales and the bird grew silent. Through the 
din of the water in the mill was heard the cackling of 
geese, then the early cocks in the village and in the 
clerk’s yard began to call to each other, as they always 
crow earlier on hot, stormy nights. 

There is a saying that cocks crow early on a cheerful 
night. This was more than a cheerful night for Nekhlyt- 
dov. It was a joyful, a happy night for him. His 
imagination reconstructed for him his impressions of that 
happy summer which he had passed here as an innocent 
youth, and he felt himself now to be such as he had 
been then and during all his better moments in life. He 
not only recalled, but even felt himself to be such as 
he had been when, being fourteen years old, he had 
prayed to God that He should show him the truth, when, 
as a child, he wept on his mother’s knees, at parting, 
promising her always to be good and never to give her 
cause for grief; Ke felt himself to be such as he was when 
he and Nikdlenka Irténev had decided to support each 
other in a good life, and to try to make all people happy. 

He now recalled how at Kuzminskoe he was tempted 
to regret the house, the forest, the estate, the land, and 
he asked himself whether he regretted now. And it even 
appeared strange to him to have regretted. He recalled 
everything he had seen on that day: the woman with 
the children and without her husband, who had been 
locked up in jail for cutting down trees in his, Nekh- 
lyudov’s, forest; and terrible Matréna, who thought, or, 
at least, said, that women of their condition ought to 
become gentlemen’s paramours; he recalled her relation 
to the children, the manner of their despatch to the 
foundling house, and that unfortunate, smiling child in 
the skull-cap, that was slowly dying from lack of food; 
he recalled that pregnant, feeble woman who was to 
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work for him because, exhausted by work, she did not 
watch her cow that did not have enough to eat; and 
here, too, he recalled the prison, the shaven heads, the 
cells, the loathsome stench, the chains, and, side by side 
with it, the senseless luxury of his life and of that of every 
city gentleman. Everything was quite clear and indis- 
putable. 

The bright, almost full moon rose from behind the 
barn, and black shadows fell across the yard, and the 
sheet iron on the roof of the dilapidated house began to 
sparkle. 

And, as though not wishing to let the light come out, 
the silenced nightingale began to pipe and trill in the 
garden. 

Nekhlyvidov recalled how he had begun at Kuzminskoe 
to reflect over his life, and to solve the questions as to 
what he should do and how he should do it; and he 
recalled how he had become entangled in these questions, 
and could not solve them, because there were so many 
considerations connected with each of them. He now 
put these questions to himself, and was surprised to find 
how easy they were. They were easy now because he 
did not think what would become of him, nor did that 
interest him, but he thought what he ought to do. 
Strange to say, he was absolutely unable to decide what 
he himself needed, but knew beyond any doubt what was 
to be done for others. He knew unquestionably that 
the land must be given to the peasants, because it was 
wrong to retain it. He knew unquestionably that Katyu- 
sha must not be abandoned; that he must aid her, 
and be ready for everything, in order to expiate his guilt 
before her. He knew unquestionably that he must study, 
examine, elucidate to himself, and comprehend al] those 
cases of the courts and the punishments, in which he was 
conscious of seeing something which nobody else saw. 
He did not know what would come of it all, but he knew 
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unquestionably that this and that had to be done. And 
this firm conviction gave him joy. 

The black cloud had veiled the whole heaven, and not 
only heat-lightning, but real lightning, which illuminated 
the whole yard and the dilapidated house with its torn- 
off porches, was seen, and thunder was heard overhead. 
All the birds grew silent, but the leaves began to rustle, 
and the wind reached the porch, on which he was sitting, 
and tossed his hair. One drop fell upon him, then an- 
other; then the rain began to drum on the burdock and 
on the iron sheets of the roof, and the whole air was 
brilliantly lighted up: everything grew silent, and before 
Nekhlyvidov could count three, almost over his head there 
came a terrible clap of thunder, which then rolled along 
the sky. 

Nekhlytidov went into the house. 

« Yes, yes,” he thought, “the work done by our life, all 
the work, the whole meaning of that work, is incompre- 
hensible and must remain incomprehensible to me. Why 
were there aunts? Why did Nikdlenka Irténev die? and 
why am I alive? Why was there Katytisha? And my 
insanity? Why was that war? And all my consequent 
reckless life? It is not im my power to understand all 
that, all the work of the Master. But it is in my power 
to do His will as it is written in my conscience, and 
this I know unquestionably. And when I do it, I am 
unquestionably calm.” 

The rain now came down in sheets and ran off the 
roofs, rustling into the barrel; the lightning less often 
lighted up the yard and house. Nekhlytdov returned 
to the room, undressed himself, and lay down in the bed, 
not without some fear of bugs, the presence of which he 
suspected from the dirty and torn paper on the walls. 

“ Yes, to feel yourself not as a master, but as a servant,” 
he thought, and rejoiced at the thought. 

His fears came true. The moment he put out the 
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light, the insects began to cling to him and to bite 
him. 

“To give up the land, to journey to Siberia, — fleas, 
bedbugs, dirt. What of it? If I have to bear all that, 
.I shall bear it.” But, in spite of his determination, he 
could not bear it, and so he sat down near the open win- 


dow, watching the fleeting cloud, and the newly unveiled 
moon. 


IX. 


NEKuLytpov fell asleep only toward the morning, and 
so he awoke late the next day. 

At noon seven chosen peasants, who had been invited 
by the clerk, came to the apple orchard, under an apple- 
tree, where the clerk had made a table and benches over 
posts driven into the ground. It took quite awhile to 
persuade the peasants to put on their caps and seat them- 
selves on the benches. 

The ex-soldier, now clad in clean leg-rags and bast 
shoes, most persistently held his torn cap in front of him, 
according to regulation, as at funerals. 

When one of them, a broad-chested old man of respect- 
able aspect, with ringlets of a half-gray beard, as in 
Michael] Angelo’s Moses, and with thick gray waving 
hair over his sunburnt and bared cinammon-coloured brow, 
put on his large cap, and, wrapping himself in his home- 
made caftan, climbed over the bench and sat down upon 
it, all the others followed his example. When all had 
taken their seats, Nekhlyvidov sat down opposite them 
and, leaning with his elbows over a paper, which contained 
a brief of his project, began to expound it to them. 

Either because there was fewer peasants, or because he 
was occupied not with himself, but with work, Nekh- 
lytidov this time felt no embarrassment. He involun- 
tarily turned preferably to the broad-chested old man 
with his beard of white ringlets, awaiting approval or 
retort from him. But the conception which Nekhlytidov 
had formed of him was wrong. Though the respectable 
old man kept approvingly nodding his handsome, patri- 
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archal head, or tossing it and frowning, whenever the 
others objected to something, it obviously was hard for 
him to understand what Nekhlyvidov was saying, and 
that even when the other peasants had transmitted it to 
him in their own language. Nekhlytidov’s words were 
understood much better by a little, almost beardless old 
man, who was sitting next to the patriarch ; he was blind 
in one eye, and wore a patched, nankeen, sleeveless coat, 
and old boots, worn sidewise; he was an oven-builder, 
as Nekhlyvidov later found out. This man kept moving 
his eyebrows, in his effort to hear all, and immediately 
retold in his own manner everything Nekhlyvidov said. 

Of equally quick understanding was a short, stocky 
old man, with a white beard and gleaming, intelligent 
eyes, who used every opportunity to make jocular and 
ironical remarks on Nekhlytdov’s words, and who appar- 
ently was proud of this ability of his. The ex-soldier, 
too, might have understoood, if he had not been made 
stupid by his military experience, and did not get entangled 
in the habitual, senseless talk of a soldier. 

Most serious of all in regard to the matter in hand 
was a tall man, with a long nose and a small beard, 
who was speaking in a bass voice; he was clad in a clean, 
home-made garb and new bast shoes. This man compre- 
hended everything and spoke only when it was necessary. 
The other two old men—one of these, the toothless 
peasant who on the previous day had shouted a decided 
refusal to every proposition of Nekhlytidov at the meet- 
ing, and the other, a tall, white, lame old man, with a 
kind-hearted face, in half-boots, and his lean legs tightly 
wrapped in leg-rags—- were silent nearly all the time, 
though they listened attentively. 

Nekhlyvidov first expounded to them his view of the 
ownership of the land. 

“The land,” he said, “according to my opinion, ought 
not to be sold, nor bought, because if it be sold, those who 
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have money will buy it all up, and then they will take 
from those who have no land as much as they please; 
they will take money for the right to use that land.” 

“That is correct,” said the long-nosed peasant, in a 
heavy bass. 

“ Yes, sir,” said the ex-soldier. 

“The woman has picked a handful of grass for her 
cow,— they have caught her,—to jail with her,” said 
the modest, kind-hearted old man. 

«There is some land five versts from here, but it is 

beyond us to rent it; they have so raised the price that 
we can’t make it pay,” said the toothless, angry old 
man. 
“They are twisting us into ropes, according to their 
will; itis worse than manorial labour,” insisted the angry 
one. 
“TI think so, too,” said Nekhlytidov, “and I consider 
it a sin to own land. So I want to give it away.” 

“That is a good thing,” said the old man with the 
Moses curls, apparently imagining that Nekhlytidov 
wanted to let the land. 

“That is why I have come here. I do not want to 
own any land, and now we must consider how I am to get 
rid of it.” 

“Give it to the peasants, that is all,” said the toothless, 
angry old man. 

Nekhlyvidov was fora moment embarrassed, for he under- 
stood these words as doubting the sincerity of his inten- 
tions. But he immediately regained his composure, and 
used this opportunity in order to express his thought. 

“T should gladly give it to you,” he said, “ but to whom 
shall I give it,and how? To what peasants? Why to 
you people, and not to the Deminskoe peasants?” This 
was a neighbouring village with beggarly parcels of 
land. 

All were silent. Only the ex-soldier said, « Yes, sir.” 
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“So, tell me,” said Nekhlytidov, “ what you would do, 
if you had to give the land to the peasants ?” 

«What we should do? We shonld divide it all up 
by souls,— everybody to receive an equal part,” said 
the oven-builder, rapidly raising and lowering his eye- 
brows. 

“That is right. Divide it by souls,” confirmed the lame 
peasant in the white leg-rags. 

They all agreed to this solution, regarding it as satis- 
factory. 

“What do you mean by souls?” asked Nekhlytdov. 
“ Are the manorial servants to get some, too?” 

“Not at all,” said the ex-soldier, trying to express 
cheerfulness in his face. But the thoughtful tall peasant 
did not agree with him. 

“Tf it comes to dividing it up, all ought to get equal 
shares,” he said, in his heavy bass, after a moment's 
thought. 

“That is impossible,” said Nekhlytidov, having prepared 
his answer in advance. “If all are to get equal shares, 
those who do not themselves work, who do not plough, 
will take their shares and sell them to the rich people. 
And those who are on their parcels will have an increase 
in their family, and all the land will have been distributed. 
Again the rich men will get those into their hands who 
need the land.” 

« Yes, sir,” the soldier hastened to add. 

“There ought to be a prohibition against selling the 
land, and let those hold it who themselves will plough it,” 
said the oven-builder, angrily interrupting the soldier. 

To this Nekhlyudov replied that it would not be possible 
to watch whether one was ploughing for himself or for 
some one else. 

Then the tall, thoughtful peasant proposed that they 
should plough it in partnership, and that it should be 
divided up among those who did the ploughing. “And 
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those who did not plough should get nothing,” he said, 
in his determined bass. 

Against this communistic project Nekhlyudov had ready 
arguments; he retorted that for this all the ploughs and 
horses would have to be the same, and that none should 
fall behind the others, or that everything, the horses, the 
ploughs, the threshing-machines, and the whole farm, 
would have to be a common possession, and that such a 
thing should be possible, it would be necessary for all 
people to be of one accord. 

“You will never succeed in making our people agree,” 
said the angry old man. 

“ There will be nothing but brawls,” said the old man 
with the white beard and smiling eyes. 

“Then again, how is the land to be divided up accord- 
ing to its quality ?” asked Nekhlyiidov. “Why should 
some get black loam, while others will have clay and 
sand ?” 

“Divide it up by parcels, then all will get equal 
shares,” said the oven-builder. 

To this Nekhlyudov replied that it was not only a 
question of the distribution of the land in one Commune, 
but in various Governments. If the land was to be given 
away to the peasants, some would have good lots and 
others bad ones. Everybody would wish to get the good 
land. 

“Yes, sir, ’ said the soldier. 

The rest kept silent. 

“So, you see, it is not as simple as you imagine,” said 
Nekhlyiidov. “And not only we alone, but other peo- 
ple also are thinking about it. There is an American, 
George, who has reasoned it out like this, and I agree 
with him — 

“You are the master, so you give it away if you wish. 
As you will it,” said the angry old man. 

This interruption annoyed Nekhlyiidov, but, to his 


RESURRECTION 839 


delight, he noticed that the others were also dissatisfied 
with this interruption. 

“Wait, Uncle Semén, let him tell it,” the thoughtful 
peasant said, in his impressive bass. 

This encouraged Nekhlyvidov, and he began to expound 
to them Henry George’s theory of the Single-tax. “The 
land is nobody’s, it is the Lord’s,” he began. 

“That is so. Yes, sir,” several voices interposed. 

« All the land is a common possession. Everybody has 
an equal right to it. But there is better and worse land, 
and everybody wants to get the good land. What is to 
be done, in order to equalize things? Let him who 
owns a good piece of land pay the price of it to those 
who have none,” Nekhlytidov answered his own question. 
«And as it is hard to determine who is to pay, and to 
whom he is to pay, and as money has to be collected for 
common purposes, it ought to be arranged in such a 
manner that he who owns a piece of land should pay the 
value of his land to the Commune for all public purposes. 
Then all will have equal chances. If you wish to own 
land, pay more for good land, and less for less good land. 
And if you do not wish to own any land, you pay noth- 
ing; but the taxes for the common needs will be paid by 
those who own the land.” 

“ That is correct,” said the oven-builder, moving his eye- 
brows. “He who has the better land ought to pay more.” 

“George had a great head,” said the representative old 
man with the curls. 

“Tf only the pay will be within our reach,” said the 
tall man with the bass voice, evidently beginning to make 
out what it all tended to. 

“The pay ought to be neither too high nor too low. 
If it is too high, it will not pay, and there will be losses ; 
and if too low, all will begin to buy the land of each 
other and there will be speculation in land. I want to 
introduce these orders among you.” 
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“That is correct, that is right. That would be well,” 
said the peasants. 

“He had a great head,” repeated the broad-chested man 
with the curls, “that George. He has thought it out 
well.” 

“ How would it be if I wished to take a piece of land,” 
the clerk said, smiling. 

“Tf there is a free lot, take it and work it,” said 
Nekhlyudov. 

“You do not need it. You have enough to eat as it 
is,” said the old man with the smiling eyes. 

This ended the consultation. 

Nekhlytidov again repeated his proposition; he did not 
ask for an immediate answer, but advised them to talk 
the matter over with the whole village, and then to come 
and give him an answer. The peasants promised they 
would do so, and, bidding him good-bye, went away in an 
agitated mood. On the road could long be heard their 
loud, receding conversation. Their voices dinned until 
late into the evening, and were borne along the river from 


the village. 


On the following day the peasants did not work, but 
considered the master’s proposition. The village was 
divided into two parties: one found the master’s propo- 
sition profitable and harmless; the other saw in it some 
deception, the significance of which they could not com- 
prehend, and of which they consequently were especially 
afraid. Two days later they, however, agreed to accept 
the proposed conditions, and came to Nekhlytidov to 
announce to him the decision of the Commune. This 
decision was greatly influenced by the opinion of an 
old woman, which the old men accepted as putting aside 
all fear of deception, and which consisted in explaining 
the master’s act as arising from his meditating on his soul 
and desiring to save it. This explanation was also con- 
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firmed by the considerable monetary alms which Nekh- 
lyvidov had distributed during his stay at Pdénovo. His 
contributions of money were due to the fact that here he 
had for the first time found out the extreme degree of 
poverty and misery which the peasants had reached, and 
that, though he knew it to be unwise, he was so struck 
by that poverty that he could not help giving them 
moxey, of which he just then had a large sum, having 
received some for the forest at Kuzminskoe, sold a year 
ago, and also an earnest for the sale of the chattels. 

The moment they discovered that the master gave 
money to those who asked for it, crowds of people, espe- 
cially women, began to come to him from all the sur- 
rounding country, imploring aid. He was at a complete 
loss what to do with them, and by what to be guided in 
the solution of the question how much to give, and to 
whom. He felt that it was impossible for him not to 
give to those who asked him and obviously were poor, 
while he had a great deal of money; at the same time 
there was no sense in giving at haphazard to those who 
begged him for it. 

During the last day of his stay at Pénovo, Nekhlyudov 
went into the house, and began to examine the things 
that were left in there. Rummaging through them, he 
discovered many letters in the lower drawer of his aunts’ 
old big-bellied red wood chiffonitre with bronze rings in 
lion heads, and among them was a photograph repre- 
senting a group, Sdéfya Ivdnovna, Maérya Ivdénovna, him- 
self as a student, and Katytisha, clean, fresh, cheerful, and 
full of life. Of all things that were in the house Nekh- 
lyidov took only the letters and this picture. Everything 
else he left for the miller, who, at the intercession of the 
smiling clerk, bought the house for removal and all 
the furniture of Pdnovo at one-tenth their real value. 

Recalling his feeling of regret at the loss of his prop- 
erty, which he had experienced at Kuzm{nskoe, Nekhlyii- 
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“That is correct, that is right. That would be well,” 
said the peasants. 

“He had a great head,” repeated the broad-chested man 
with the curls, “that George. He has thought it out 
we 3 

“ How would it be if I wished to take a piece of land,” 
the clerk said, smiling. 

“Tf there is a free lot, take it and work it,” said 
Nekhlytidov. 

“You do not need it. You have enough to eat as it 
is,” said the old man with the smiling eyes. 

This ended the consultation. 

Nekhlyudov again repeated his proposition; he did not 
ask for an immediate answer, but advised them to talk 
the matter over with the whole village, and then to come 
and give him an answer. The peasants promised they 
would do so, and, bidding him good-bye, went away in an 
agitated mood. On the road could long be heard their 
loud, receding conversation. Their voices dinned until 
late into the evening, and were borne along the river from 
the village. 


On the following day the peasants did not work, but 
considered the master’s proposition. The village was 
divided into two parties: one found the master’s propo- 
sition profitable and harmless; the other saw in it some 
deception, the significance of which they could not com- 
prehend, and of which they consequently were especially 
afraid. Two days later they, however, agreed to accept 
the proposed conditions, and came to Nekhlytidov to 
announce to him the decision of the Commune. This 
decision was greatly influenced by the opinion of an 
old woman, which the old men accepted as putting aside 
all fear of deception, and which consisted in explaining 
the master’s act as arising from his meditating on his soul 
and desiring to save it. This explanation was also con- 
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firmed by the considerable monetary alms which Nekh- 
lyvidov had distributed during his stay at Pdénovo. His 
contributions of money were due to the fact that here he 
had for the first time found out the extreme degree of 
poverty and misery which the peasants had reached, and 
that, though he knew it to be unwise, he was so struck 
by that poverty that he could not help giving them 
money, of which he just then had a large sum, having 
received some for the forest at Kuzminskoe, sold a year 
ago, and also an earnest for the sale of the chattels. 

The moment they discovered that the master gave 
money to those who asked for it, crowds of people, espe- 
cially women, began to come to him from all the sur- 
rounding country, imploring aid. He was at a complete 
loss what to do with them, and by what to be guided in 
the solution of the question how much to give, and to 
whom. He felt that it was impossible for him not to 
give to those who asked him and obviously were poor, 
while he had a great deal of money; at the same time 
there was no sense in giving at haphazard to those who 
begged him for it. 

During the last day of his stay at Pénovo, Nekhlyudov 
went into the house, and began to examine the things 
that were left in there. Rummaging through them, he 
discovered many letters in the lower drawer of his aunts’ 
old big-bellied red wood chiffoniére with bronze rings in 
lion heads, and among them was a photograph repre- 
senting a group, Sdfya Ivanovna, Marya Ivdnovna, him- 
self as a student, and Katyusha, clean, fresh, cheerful, and 
full of life. Of all things that were in the house Nekh- 
lyvidov took only the letters and this picture. Everything 
else he left for the miller, who, at the intercession of the 
smiling clerk, bought the house for removal and all 
the furniture of Pdénovo at one-tenth their real value. 

Recalling his feeling of regret at the loss of his prop- 
erty, which he had experienced at Kuzminskoe, Nekhlyui- 
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dov wondered how it was he could have had such a 
feeling ; now he experienced an unceasing joy of liberation 
and a sensation of novelty, such as a traveller must 
experience upon discovering new lands. 


xX. 


THE city impressed Nekhlytidov in an extremely strange 
and novel way, as he now reached it. He drove in the 
evening, when the lamps were all lighted, from the sta- 
tion to his house. There was still an odour of naphthalene 
in all the rooms. Agraféna Petrévna and Kornéy both 
felt worried and dissatisfied, and had even had a quarrel 
on account of the cleaning up of things, the use of which 
seemed only to consist in being hung out, dried up, and 
put away again. Nekhlytidov’s room was not occupied, 
but not yet tidied ; it was hard to move about in it among 
the many boxes, and it was evident that Nekhlyudov’s 
arrival interfered with their work, which was carried on 
in these apartments by a certain strange inertia. After 
the impressions of the dire want in the village, all this 
appeared to Nekhlyuidov so disagreeable because of its 
apparent senselessness, of which he had once himself been 
guilty, that he decided the next day to move to a hotel, 
leaving Agraféna Petrdévna to fix things according to her 
wishes until the arrival of his sister, who would make 
the final dispositions in regard to everything in the 
house. 

Nekhlytdov left the house early in the morning. In 
an establishment with modest, somewhat dirty, furnished 
rooms, which he found in the neighbourhood of the 
prison, he rented a suite of two rooms, and, having 
given orders about the transfer of certain things set aside 
in the house, he went to the lawyer. 

It was cold outside. After the storms and rains there 
was a cold spell, as generally happens in spring. It was 
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so chilly and the wind was so penetrating that Nekh- 
lyvidov froze in his light overcoat, and increased his gait, 
hoping ‘to get warm. 

Before his imagination rose the village people, the 
women, children, and old men, the poverty and exhaus- 
tion of whom he now seemed to have noticed for the 
first time, especially the smiling, old-looking baby, twist- 
ing its calfless little legs,—- and he involuntarily com- 
pared with them that which was in the city. Walking 
past butcher-shops, fish-markets, and clothing-stores, he 
was startled, as though he saw it for the first time, by 
the well-fed appearance of such an immense number 
of clean and fat shopkeepers. There was not such a man 
in the whole village. These people were evidently firmly 
convinced that efforts to cheat people, who knew nothing 
of their wares, were not only not a vain, but even a useful, 
occupation. Just as well-fed were the coachmen with 
their broad backs and buttons on their backs; and so were 
the porters in their gallooned caps, and the chambermaids 
in their aprons and curly hair, and more especially the 
dashing cabmen with their shaven napes, who were sit- 
ting jauntily in their cabs, contemptuously and disso- 
lutely watching the itinerants. 

In all these people he involuntarily saw the same 
village people who, being deprived of the land, had been 
driven to the city. Some of these had managed to adapt 
themselves to the conditions of city life, and had become 
like masters, and were satisfied with their situation ; 
others again fell in the city into worse conditions than in 
the village, and were even more pitiable. Such miserable 
creatures seemed to Nekhlytidov to be the shoemakers, 
whom Nekhlytidov saw working in the window of a base- 
ment; just as miserable were the haggard, pale, dishevelled 
laundresses, who, with their lean, bared arms, were ironing 
at open windows, from which the soap-filled steam was 
rising in clouds. Just as miserable were two house- 
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painters whom Nekhlytidov met, in aprons, in torn shoes 
on bare feet, and daubed from head to foot with paint. 
Their sleeves were rolled up above their elbows, and in 
their sunburnt, venous, feeble hands they were carrying 
a bucket of paint, and kept cursing without interruption. 
Their faces were emaciated and angry. The same expres- 
sion was to be seen on the dusty, swarthy draymen, 
shaking on their wagons. The same expression was on 
the swollen faces of the ragged men and women standing 
with their children at the street corners and begging alms. 
The same faces were to be seen in the open windows of 
the inn, past which Nekhlytidov happened to go. At the 
dirty little tables, with bottles and tea-service upon them, 
between which waiters in white kept bobbing, sat per- 
spiring red-faced men with stupefied faces, crying and 
singing in loud voices. One was sitting near the window ; 
had raised his eyebrows, and, thrusting forward his lips, 
gazed in front of him, as though trying to recollect 
something. 

“Why have they all gathered there?” thought Nekh- 
lyudov, involuntarily inhaling with the dust, which the 
chill wind wafted against him, the ubiquitous odour of 
rancid oil in the fresh paint. 

In one of the streets he came across a procession of 
drays hauling some iron pieces, which made such a terrible 
noise on the uneven pavement that his ears and head 
began to ache. He increased his steps, in order to get 
ahead of the procession, when suddenly he heard his 
name through the rumble of the iron. He stopped and 
saw a few steps ahead of him an officer with a sharp- 
pointed, waxed moustache, with a smooth, shining face, 
who, sitting in a cab, waved his hand to him in a friendly 
manner, displaying by his smile a row of extremely 
white teeth. 

“ Nekhlytidov, is it you ?” 

Nekhlytidov’s first sensation was that of pleasure. 
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« Ah, Shénbok,” he said, with delight, but immediately 
considered that there was no reason whatsoever to be 
pleased. 

It was the same Shénbok who had then called for him 
at his aunts’. Nekhlytidov had long ago lost him out of 
sight, but had heard of him that he was now in the 
cavalry, and that, in spite of his debts, he managed in 
some way to hold himself in the world of rich people. 
His satisfied, cheerful aspect confirmed this intelligence. 

“TI am so glad I have caught you. For there is no- 
body in the city. Well, friend, you have grown older,” 
he said, stepping out of the cab, and straightening out his 
shoulders. “I recognized you by your gait. Well, shall 
we dine together? Where can one get a good dinner 
here ?” 

“TI do not know whether I shall have the time,” 
answered Nekhlytidov, thinking only of how to get rid of 
his comrade without offending him. 

“What are you here for?” he asked. 

“ Business, my friend. A business of guardianship. I 
am a guardian. J manage Samdanov’s affairs. Do you 
know that rich man? He is cracked, but he has fifty- 
four thousand desyatinas of land,” he said, with especial 
pride, as though he himself had earned all that land. 
“ His affairs had been dreadfully neglected. The whole 
land was in the hands of the peasants. They paid 
nothing, and there were back dues to the amount of 
eighty thousand roubles. I changed the whole matter in 
one year, and increased the trust by seventy per cent. 
Eh ?” he asked him proudly. 

Nekhlytidov recalled that he had heard that this 
Shénbok, for the very reason that he had lost all his 
property and had unpaid debts, had by some special influ- 
ence been appointed a guardian over the property of a 
rich old man, who was squandering his estate. It was 
evident that he was thriving on his trust. 
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«How can I get rid of him without offending him?” 
thought Nekhlytidov, looking at that sleek, plump face, 
with the pomaded moustache, and listening to his good- 
hearted friendly prattle about where one could get a good 
dinner, and how he had managed the affairs of his trust. 

“So where shall we dine?” 

“J have no time,” said Nekhlyvidov, looking at his 
watch. 

“TI say. There will be races to-night. Shall you be 
there ?” 

“No, I sha'n’t.” 

“Do come. I have no longer horses of my own, but 
I bet on Grishin’s. Do you remember him? He has a 
good stable. So come, and let us have supper together.” 

«TI can’t even eat supper with you,” Nekhlytidov said, 
smiling. 

«What is that? Where are you going now? If you 
want to, I shall take you there.” 

“Tam on my way to a lawyer. He lives around the 
corner,” said Nekhlyvidov. 

“Oh, you are doing something in the prison. Have 
you become a prison intercessor? The Korchdgins told 
me about that,” Shénbok said, smiling. “They have left 
town already. What is it? Tell me.” 

« Yes, yes, that is all true,” replied Nekhlytidov. “ But 
I can’t tell you that in the street.” 

«That's so, you have always been odd. So, will you 
come to the races ?” 

“No, I cannot, and I do-not want to. Please, do not 
be angry at me.” 

«Why should I be angry? Where do you live?” he 
asked, and suddenly his face became serious, his eyes 
stood still, and his brows were raised up. He was appar- 
ently trying to recall the address, and Nekhlytdov sud- 
denly observed the same dull expression in him that he 
had noticed in the man with the raised eyebrows and pro- 
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“ How chilly itis! Eh?” 

« Yes, yes!” 

“You have the bundles?” Shénbok addressed the 
cabman. 

“Well, good-bye, then. I am very, very glad to have 
met you,” he said, and, firmly pressing Nekhlyvdov's 
hand, he leaped into the vehicle, waving his broad hand 
in a new, white, chamois-skin glove in front of his sleek 
face, and smiling a habitual smile with his unusually white 
teeth. 

“Is it possible I was like him?” thought Nekhlytidov, 
continuing on his way to the lawyer. “ Yes, if not exactly 
like him, I had tried to be like him, and had thought to 
pass all my life that way.” 


XL 


THE lawyer received Nekhlytidov ahead of his turn, 
and at once proceeded to talk to him about the Menshdév 
case, which he had read immediately, and which had pro- 
voked his indignation by its groundless accusation. 

“It is a shocking affair,” he said. “Very likely the 
fire was started by the owner himself, in order to get his 
insurance money, but the worst is that the guilt of the 
Menshévs has not at all been proven. There is no evi- 
dence at all. This is due to the especial zeal of the exam- 
ining magistrate and to the negligence of the prosecuting 
attorney. If the case came up, not in the county court, 
but here, I should guarantee an acquittal and ask for no 
remuneration. Now, the other affair, the petition of 
Feodésya Biryukév to his Majesty, is ready. If you go to 
St. Petersburg, take it with you, and hand it in in person, 
and ask for its consideration. Otherwise an inquiry will 
be made, and that will be the end of it. You must try 
and reach people who have influence in the Petition Com- 
mission. Well, is that all for the present ?” 

“ No, I have had a letter — ” 

“T see you have become a funnel, a neck of a bottle, 
through which the complaints are poured out from prison,” 
the lawyer said, smiling. “It is too much; it will be 
above your strength.” 

“But this is a startling case,” said Nekhlytidov. He 
briefly told the essence of the case, which was that an 
intelligent peasant had been reading and expounding the 
Gospel to his friends in the village. The clergy regarded 


it as a crime. He was denounced. The magistrate ex- 
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amined him, the assistant prosecuting attorney wrote out 
an accusation — and the court confirmed the accusation. 

“This is something terrible,” said Nekhlyuidov. “Can 
it be true?” 

“ What is it that so surprises you ?” 

«Everything. 1 can see how the village officer, who is 
under orders, might do it; but the assistant prosecuting 
attorney, who wrote out the accusation, is an educated 
man — ” P 

“ But this is where the mistake is made: we are accus- 
tomed to think that the prosecuting attorneys, the mem- 
bers of the courts in general, are a kind of new, liberal 
men. That was once the case, but now it is quite differ- 
ent. They are officials, who are interested only in the 
twentieth of each month. They receive their salary, and 
they need more, and that is the limit of their principles. 
They will accuse, try, and sentence anybody you please.” 

“Do there really exist laws, which permit them to 
deport a man for reading the Gospel in company with 
others ?” 

«“ Not only may he be sent to nearer districts, but even 
to hard labour in Siberia, if it is proved that, while 
reading the Gospel, he allowed himself to expound it 
differently from the manner he is ordered to do, and that, 
consequently, he has disapproved of the exposition of the 
Church. It is considered blasphemy of the Orthodox 
faith in presence of the people, and, according to Article 
196, this means deportation to Siberia for settlement.” 

“ That is impossible.” 

“T am telling you the truth. I always say to the 
judicial people,” continued the lawyer, “that I cannot 
help looking gratefully at them, because it is only due to 
their kindness that I, and you, and all of us, are not 
in jail. It is the easiest thing imaginable to have us sen- 
tenced to the loss of special privileges, and have us de- 
ported to nearer regions.” 
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“Tf it is so, and everything depends on the arbitrari- 
ness of the prosecuting attorney and of other persons, who 
may or may not apply a certain law, then what is the 
court for?” 

The lawyer burst out into a merry laugh. 

“You are propounding fine questions! This, my friend, 
is philosophy. There is nothing to prevent discussing that. 
Come on Saturday. You will find at my house learned 
men, litterateurs, artists. Then we shall discuss these 
Social questions,” said the lawyer, pronouncing the words 
“social questions” with ironical pathos. “You are ac- 
quainted with my wife, I think. So come!” 

“T shall try to,” replied Nekhlytidov, being conscious 
of telling a lie, and that if there was anything he would 
try it would be not to be in the evening at the lawyer’s 
in the company of the learned men, litterateurs, and 
artists, who would gather there.. The laughter with 
which the lawyer had answered Nekhlyudov’s remark 
that the court had no meaning, if the members of the 
court may or may not apply a law as they are minded 
to do, and the intonation with which he pronounced the 
words “ philosophy ” and “ social questions,” showed Nekh- 
lyidov how differently he and the lawyer and, no doubt, 
the lawyer’s friends looked at things, and how, notwith- 
standing the present gulf between him and his former 
comrades, such as Shénbok, he felt himself even farther 
removed from the lawyer and the people of his circle. 


XIL 


Ir was far to the prison, and late, so Nekhlytidov took 
a cab. In one of the streets the cabman, a man of 
middle age, with an intelligent and kindly face, turned 
to Nekhlyvidov and pointed to an immense house which 
was going up. 

«See what an enormcus house they are building,” he 
said, as though he had a share in this structure and were 
proud of it. 

Indeed it was a huge building, and built in a compli- 
cated and unusual style. A solid scaffolding of immense 
pine timbers, held together by iron clamps, surrounded 
the structure which was going up, and it was separated 
from the street by a board fence. Workmen, daubed 
with mortar, were rushing to and fro, like ants, over the 
walks of the scaffolding: some were laying stones, others 
were cutting them into shape, while others carried full 
hods and barrels up and empty ones down again. A 
stout, well-dressed gentleman, apparently the architect, 
standing near the scaffolding and pointing up, was saying 
something to a respectfully listening Vladimir contractor. 
Through the gate, past the architect and contractor, empty 
wagons drove out into the street, and loaded ones into 
the yard. 

“How sure they all are, both those who work, and 
those who make them work, that it must all be thus, 
that while their pregnant women do work at home above 
their strength, and their children, in skull-caps, before 
their imminent death from starvation, smile like old 
people, and twist their little legs, they must build this 

852 


RESURRECTION 853 


stupid and useless palace for some stupid and useless 
man,—-one of those very men who ruin and rob them,” 
thought Nekhlytidov, looking at this house. 

“ Yes, a fool’s house,” he loudly expressed his thought. 

“How a fool’s house?” the cabman protested, as 
though insulted. “It gives people work to do, and so it 
is not a fool’s house.” 

“ But this is useless work.” 

“Tt must be useful, or they would not build it,” re- 
torted the cabman, “and the people earn a living.” 

Nekhlytidov grew silent, especially since it was not 
possible to carry on a conversation through the rattle of 
the wheels. Not far from the prison the cabman left the 
pavement for a country road, so that it was easy to talk, 
and he again turned to Nekhlytidov. 

“What a lot of people nowadays rush to the city, — 
it is just dreadful,” he said, turning on his box and point- 
ing to an artél of village workmen with files, axes, short 
fur coats, and bundles on their backs, who were coming 
toward them. 

“Are there more of them than on previous years?” 
asked Nekhlyvidov. 

“Tt is simply terrible the way they are crowding now 
in all places. The masters fling them around like chips. 
They are every where.” 

“Why is it so?” 

“ They have increased so much. There is no place for 
them.” 

“What of it if they have increased? Why don’t they 
stay in the villages ?” 

“What are they to do in the villages? There is no 
land there.” 

Nekhlyvidov experienced a sensation which one has in 
a bruised spot. One seems eternally to strike it, as 
though on purpose, whereas one merely feels the hurts 


in the painful places. 
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“Ts it possible it is the same everywhere?” he thought. 
He began to inquire of the cabman how much land there 
was in his village, how much he himself had, and why 
he was living in the city. 

“There is about a desyatina to each soul, sir. There 
are three of us holding it,” the cabman was glad to inform 
him. “TI have a father and a brother at home; another 
brother is in the army. They manage the farm. But 
there is nothing to manage, and so my brother wanted 
to go to Moscow.” 

“Ts it not possible to rent land ?” 

“Where is one to rent it? The masters have squan- 
dered theirs. The merchants have got it all into their 
hands. You can’t buy it from them, for they are work- 
ing it themselves. There is a Frenchman on our estate. 
He has bought it from the former master, and he won't 
let anybody have it, and that is the end of it.” 

“ What Frenchman?” 

“Dufar the Frenchman. Maybe you have heard his 
name. He makes wigs for the actors in the large theatre, 
and that is a good business in which he has made much 
money. He has bought our lady’s whole estate. Now 
he rules over us. He rides us as he pleases. Fortunately, 
he is a good man. Only his wife, who is a Russian, is 
such a dog that God save us from her. She robs the 
people. It is just terrible. Well, here is the prison. 
Where do you wish me to drive you? To the entrance? 
I think they don’t admit uuw. 


XIII. 


WiIrH faint heart and terror at the thought of how he 
would find Mdslova now, and with that feeling of mys- 
tery which he experienced before her and before that 
congeries of people who were in this prison, Nekhlytidov 
rang the bell at the main entrance, and asked the warden, 
who came out to him, about Mdslova. The warden made 
inquiries, and informed him that she was in the hospital. 
A kind-hearted old man, the watchman of the hospi- 
tal, immediately admitted him, and, upon learning who 
it was he wanted to see, directed him to the children’s 
division. 

A young doctor, all saturated with carbolic acid, came 
out to Nekhlytidov in the corridor, and sternly asked him 
what he wanted. This doctor was very indulgent with 
the prisoners, and so he continually had unpleasant con- 
flicts with the authorities of the prison, and even with 
the senior physician. Fearing lest Nekhlyvidov should 
ask something illegal of him, and, besides, wishing to 
show that he made no exceptions of any persons, he 
pretended to be angry. 

“There are no women here; this is the children’s de- 
partment,” he said. 

“T know; but there is here an attendant who has been 
transferred from the prison.” 

“Yes, there are two here. So what do you wish?” 

“T have close relations with one of them, M4slova,” 
said Nekhlytidov. “TI should like to see her: I am going 
to St. Petersburg to enter an appeal in her case, and I 
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wanted to give her this. It is only a photograph,” said 
Nekhlytidov, taking out an envelope from his pocket. 

“Well, you may do that,” said the doctor, softening, 
and, turning to an old woman in a white apron, he told 
her to call the attendant, prisoner Maslova. 

“Do you not wish to sit down or walk into the waiting- 
room ?” 

«Thank you,” said Nekhlyudov, and, making use of 
the doctor’s favourable change, he asked him whether 
they were satisfied in the prison with Maslova. 

“She will pass. She works fairly well, considering the 
conditions under which she has been,” said the doctor. 
“ And here she is.” 

From one of the doors came the old attendant, and 
back of her was Mdslova. She wore a white apron over 
a striped garment, and a kerchief on her head, which cov- 
ered all her hair. Upon noticing Nekhlytidov, her face 
became flushed, and she stopped as though in indecision ; 
then she frowned, and, lowering her eyes, walked with 
rapid steps toward him over the corridor strip. As she 
approached Nekhlyudov, she had intended not to give 
him her hand, but she did extend it to him, and blushed 
even more. Nekhlyvidov had not seen her since the con- 
versation with her when she had excused herself for her 
excitability, and he expected to find her as she had been 
then. Now, however, she was quite different, and in the 
expression of her face there was something new: some- 
thing restrained, bashful, and, as Nekhlyudov thought, 
something hostile toward him. He repeated to her what 
he had said to the doctor, that he was going to St. Peters- 
burg, amd handed her the envelope with the photograph, 
which he had brought with him from Pénovo. 

“T found this at Pénovo. It is an old photograph, and 
may give you pleasure. Take it.” 

She raised her black eyebrows in surprise, looked at 
him with her extremely squinting eyes, as though to say, 
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“ What is that for?” and silently took the envelope and 
put it back of her apron. 

“T saw your aunt there,” said Nekhlytidov. 

“You did?” she said, with indifference. 

« Are you well here?” asked Nekhlytidov. 

«Yes, I am,” she said. 

“Ts it not too hard?” 

“No, not very. Iam not yet used to it.” 

“TI am very happy for your sake. In any case it is 
better than there.” 

“Than where?” she said, and her face was flushed with 
a, blush. 

« There, in the prison,” Nekhlytidov hastened to say. 

« What makes it better?” she asked. 

“JT think the people are better here. There are none 
here as there were there.” . 

“There are many good people there,” she said. 

“T have taken measures for the Menshdvs, and I hope 
they will be released,” said Nekhlyvidov. 

“God grant it. She is such a charming old woman,” 
she said, repeating her old definition of the woman, and 
slightly smiling. 

“T shall leave for St. Petersburg to-day. Our case 
will soon be heard, and I hope the verdict will be set 
aside.” 

“ Whether it will be or not, is all the same now,” she 
said. 

«Why now ?” 

“Tt is,” she said, furtively casting a questioning glance 
at him. 

Nekhlyudov understood these words and this glance to 
mean that she wanted to know whether he still stuck 
to his determination, or whether he had accepted her 
refusal and had accordingly changed it. 

“T do not know why it is all the same to you,” he said. 
“But to me it is really quite the same whether you will 


358 RESURRECTION 


be acquitted or not. I am ready in any case to do what 
I said I should,” he said, with determination. 

She raised her head, and her black, squinting eyes 
rested on his face and past it, and all her face was beam- 
ing with joy. But she spoke something quite different 
from what her eyes were saying. 

«You say this in vain,” she said. 

“Tsay it that you may know.” 

« You have said everything, and there is nothing else to 
say,” she replied, with difficulty restraining a smile. 

There was a noise in the hospital room. A child’s cry 
was heard. 

“Tt seems they are calling me,” she said, looking rest- 
lessly around. 

“ Well, good-bye, then,” he said. 

She tried to look as though she had not noticed the 
extended hand, and, without pressing it, she turned around 
and, trying to conceal her victory, with rapid strides walked 
away over the strip of the corridor. 

“ What is going on within her? What is she thinking 
about ? How does she feel? Does she want to test me, 
or can she really not forgive me? Can she not, or does 
she not wish to tell me all she thinks and feels? Is she 
mollified, or hardened ?” Nekhlytidov asked himself, and 
could not find any answers. He knew this much, that 
she had changed, and that an important transformation 
was taking place within her soul, and this transforma- 
tion connected him not only with her but also with 
Him, in whose name this transformation was being ac- 
complished. This connection induced in him a joyously 
ecstatic and contrite condition. 

Upon returning to the room, where eight children’s 
beds were standing, Mdslova began, at the Sister's re- 
quest, to make the beds; in bending too far down with 
the sheet, she slipped and fell down. A convalescent 
boy, with a bandage around his neck, who had seen her 
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fall, began to laugh, and Méaslova herself could not re- 
strain herself, and sat down on the bed and burst into such 
a loud and contagious laugh that several children, too 
began to laugh, and the Sister scolded her. 

“Don’t yell like that! You think that you are still 
there where you have been! Go for the food!” 

Maslova grew silent and, taking the dishes, went where 
she had been ordered, but, upon casting a glance at the 
bandaged boy, who was not permitted to laugh, again 
snorted. 

Several times during the day, whenever Méslova was 
left alone, she pushed the photograph out of the envelope 
and looked at it; but only in the evening, after her day’s 
work, when left alone in the room, where she slept with 
another attendant, she drew the photograph entirely out 
of its envelope, and looked long and fixedly at the faded, 
yellowed picture, caressing with her eyes every detail of 
the faces, and dresses, and the steps of the porch, and the 
bushes, against which as a background his, her, and 
the aunts’ faces had been thrown. She could not get 
enough of it, especially of herself, her young, beautiful 
face, with the hair coiling around the forehead. She 
looked so intently at it that she did not notice her com- 
panion coming into the room. 

“What is this? Did he give it to you?” asked the 
stout, kindly attendant, bending over the photograph. 

“Ts it possible it is you?” 

“Who else?” said Méslova, smiling, and looking at the 
face of her companion. 

« And who is this ? Himself? And is this his mother?” 

“An aunt. Would you have recognized me?” asked 
Maslova. 

“No. Not for the world should I have recognized you. 
It is an entirely different face. I suppose ten years have 
elapsed since then.” 

“Not years, but life,” said Mdslova, and suddenly all 
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her animation disappeared. Her face grew gloomy, and 
a wrinkle cut itself between her eyebrows. 

“I suppose ‘there’ life was easy.” 

«Yes, easy!” repeated Méslova, closing her eyes and 
shaking her head. “ Worse than hard labour.” 

“ How so?” 

“Tt was that way every night, from eight o’clock in the 
evening until four in the morning.” 

“Why, then, don’t they give it up?” 

“They want to, but they can’t. What is the use of talk- 
ing about it?” said Mdslova. She jumped up, flung the 
photograph into the table drawer, and, with difficulty re- 
pressing her evil tears, ran out into the corridor, slamming 
the door after her. As she had been looking at the photo- 
graph, she had felt herself to be such as she was repre- 
sented there, and had dreamed of how happy she had then 
been and could be with him even now. The words of her 
companion reminded her of what she now was and had 
been there, reminded her of all the horror of that life, 
which she then had felt but dimly, and had not permitted 
herself to become conscious of. 

Now only did she recall all those terrible nights, and 
especially one during the Butter-week, when she had been 
waiting for a student, who had promised to redeem her. 
She recalled how she was clad in a décolleté, wine-stained, 
red silk dress, with a red ribbon in her tangled hair; how, 
being tired out and weakened and drunk, she saw some 
guests off at two o'clock in the night; and how, during 
an interval between the dances, she seated herself near 
the lean, bony, pimpled woman who played the accompa- 
niment to the fiddler, and complained to her of her hard 
life; and how that woman herself told her that she was 
tired of her occupation and wished to change it; and how 
Kléra came up to them, and they suddenly decided all 
three of them to quit this life. They thought that the 
night was ended, and were on the point of retiring, when 
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suddenly some drunken guests made a stir in the ante- 
chamber. The fiddler started a ritournelle, and the woman 
began to strike off an accompaniment to a hilarious Rus- 
sian song in the first figure of a quadrille; suddenly a 
small, drunken, wine-sopped, and hiccoughing man, in a 
white tie and dress coat, which he later, in the second 
figure, took off, seized her, while another, a stout fellow, 
with a beard, also in a dress coat (they had just arrived 
from some ball), grasped Kldéra, and for a long time they 
whirled, danced, cried, drank — 

And thus it went a year, two, three years. How can 
one help changing! The cause of all that was he. And 
within her rose her former fury against him, and she 
wanted to scold and upbraid him. She was sorry she had 
missed to-day an opportunity of telling him again that 
she knew him, and that she would not submit to him, 
that she would not permit him to use her spiritually as 
he had used her physically, that she would not permit 
him to make her an object of his magnanimity. In order 
in some measure to drown that tormenting feeling of 
regret at herself and of uselessly reproaching him, she 
wanted some liquor. And she would not have kept her 
word, and would have drunk it, if she had been in the 
prison. But here it was not possible to get the liquor 
except from the surgeon’s assistant, and of the assistant 
she was afraid, because he importuned her with his atten- 
tions. All relations with men were distasteful to her. 
Having sat awhile on a bench in the corridor, she returned 
to the cell, and, without replying to her companion’s ques- 
tion, long wept over her ruined life. 


XIV. 


At St. Petersburg, Nekhlyvidov had three affairs to 
attend to: Mdslova’s appeal to the Senate for annulment, 
Fedésya Biryukédv’s case in the Petition Commission, and, 
at Vyéra Bogodtikhovski’s request, the affair in the Office 
of the Gendarmery, or the Third Division, for the libera- 
tion of Miss Shustov, and for obtaining an interview of a 
mother with her son, who was kept in the fortress, as 
mentioned in Vyéra Bogodukhovski’s note. The last two 
cases he regarded as his third affair. Then there was a 
fourth matter, that of the sectarians, who were to be sent 
to the Caucasus for reading and expounding the Gospel. 
He had promised, not so much to them as to himself, to 
do everything in his power in order to clear up this 
business. 

Since his last visit to Maslénnikov’s house, especially 
after his journey to the country, Nekhlytidov not so much 
decided to disregard, as with his whole being felt a dis- 
gust for, his circle, in which he had been moving until 
then, — for that circle, from which the suffering that is 
borne by millions of people in order to secure comforts 
and pleasures to a small number, is so carefully concealed 
that the people belonging to that circle do not see, nor 
ever can see, this suffering and the consequent cruelty 
and criminality of their own lives. Nekhlytidov could 
not now, without awkwardness and reproach to himself, 
converse with people of that circle. And still, the habits 
of all his former life drew him to that circle; and he was 


drawn to it by his family connections and by his friends ; 
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but, above everything else, in order to do that which now 
interested him, in order to help Maslova and all those 
sufferers whom he wished to aid, he was compelled to 
invoke the aid and services of the people of that circle, 
whom he not only did not respect, but who frequently 
roused his indignation and contempt. 

Upon arriving at St. Petersburg, he stopped with his 
maternal aunt, Countess Charski, the wife of a former 
minister, and thus at once plunged into the very midst 
of that aristocratic society from which he had become 
estranged. This was unpleasant for him, but he could 
not act otherwise. If he had stopped at a hotel, and not 
with his aunt, she would have been offended, whereas his 
aunt had influential connections, and could be extremely 
useful to him in all the affairs to which he wished to 
devote himself. 

“What is it I hear about you? Marvellous things,” 
Countess Ekaterina Ivdnovna said to him, treating him 
to coffee soon after his arrival. “ Vous posez pour un 
Howard. You are aiding criminals. You travel about 
prisons. You are mending things.” 

“No, I do not even think of it.” 

“Well, that is good. There must be some romance 
connected with it. Tell me about it.” 

Nekhlytidov told her about his relations with Méslova 
exactly as they were. 

“TIT remember, I remember. Héléne told me something 
about it at the time when you were living with those old 
ladies. JI think they wanted to marry you to that ward 
of theirs.” (The Countess Ekaterina Ivdnovna had always 
despised those paternal aunts of Nekhlytidov’s.) « How is 
she? Lille est encore jolve ?” 

Aunt Ekaterina Ivdnovna was a woman of sixty years 
of age, healthy, gay, energetic, and talkative. She was of 
tall stature and plump, and on her upper lip a black 
moustache was discernible. Nekhlytidov liked her, and 
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ever since his childhood was easily infected by her energy 
and cheerfulness. 

“No, ma tante, all that is ended. I only want to help 
her, because, in the first place, she has been unjustly sen- 
tenced, and because I am to blame for it, I am to blame 
for her whole fate. I feel myself under obligations to do 
all I can for her.” 

“But I have been told that you want to marry her?” 

« Yes, I wanted to, but she does not consent.” 

Ekaterina Ivd4novna, smoothing out her brow and lower- 
ing her pupils, looked at her nephew in surprise and 
silence. Suddenly her countenance was changed, and 
pleasure was expressed upon it. 

“Well, she has more sense than you have. Oh, what 
a fool you are! And you would have married her ?” 

« By all means.” 

« After what she has been ?” 

“So much the more. I am to blame for it.” 

“No, you are simply a dummy,” his aunt said, repress- 
ing a smile. “A terrible dummy, but I love you for 
being such a terrible dummy,” she repeated, evidently 
taking a liking to this word, which, in her opinion, pre- 
cisely rendered the mental and moral condition of her 
nephew. “You know this is very @ propos,’ she con- 
tinued: “ Aline has a remarkable home for Magdalens. 
I was there once. They are horrid, and I did nothing 
but wash myself afterward. But Aline is corps et Ame 
in it. So we shall send that woman of yours to her. If 
anybody is to mend her ways, it must be Aline.” 

“ But she is sentenced to hard labour. I have come 
here to appeal from this verdict. This is the first busi- 
ness I have with you.” 

“Indeed? Where does that case of hers go to?” 

“To the Senate.” 

“To the Senate? Yes, my dear cousin Levishka is in 
the Senate. However, he is in the department of heraldry. 
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I do not know any of the real Senators. They are all 
God knows who, or Germans: Ge, Fe, De, tout l’alphabet, 
or all kinds of Ivdnov, Seménov, Nikitin, or Ivanénko, 
Simonénko, Nikitenko, powr varier. Des gens de l'autre 
monde. Still, I shall tell my husband. He knows them. 
He knows all kinds of people. I shall tell him, but you 
had better explain matiers to him, for he never under- 
stands me. Whatever I may say, he says he does not 
understand. C'est wn parti pris. Everybody else under- 
stands, but he does not.” 

Just then a lackey in stockings brought a letter on a 
silver tray. 

«Just from Aline. You will hear Kiesewetter there.” 

«Who is that Kiesewetter ?” 

“ Kiesewetter? You go there to-day, and you will find 
out who he is. He speaks so eloquently that the most 
inveterate criminals kneel down and weep and repent.” 

Countess Ekaterina Ivdnovna, however strange this 
may seem, and however little it comported with her 
character, was a fervent adherent of the doctrine accord- 
ing to which the essence of Christianity consisted in the 
belief in the redemption. She attended meetings where 
this at that time fashionable doctrine was preached, and 
gathered these devotees about her. Notwithstanding the 
fact that according to this doctrine all ceremonies, images, 
and even mysteries were denounced, Countess Ekaterina 
Ivénovna had holy images not only in all the rooms, but 
even over her bed, and continued to comply with all 
the demands of the Church, seeing no contradiction in 
all that. 

“Your Magdalen ought to hear him; she would be- 
come converted,” said the countess. “ You must be at 
home in the evening. You will hear him. He isa re- 
markable man.” 

“That does not interest me, ma tante.” 

“And I tell you, it is interesting. And you be sure 
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and go there. Tell me what else you want of me? Videz 
votre sac.” 

“T have some business in the fortress.” 

“In the fortress? Well, 1 can give you a note to 
Baron Kriegsmut. C'est un trés brave homme. You 
yourself know him. He was a comrade of your father. 
It donne dans le spiritisme. Well, that is not so bad. 
He is a good fellow. What do you want there?” 

“I want to ask the permission for a mother to see her 
son who is confined there. But I have been told that 
this does not depend on Kriegsmut, but on Chervydnski.” 

“TI do not like Chervydnski, but he is Mariette’s hus- 
band. I can ask her. She will do it for my sake. ile 
est trés gentile.” 

“T want also to ask about a woman. She has been in 
the fortress for several months, and nobody knows 
why.” 

“ Don’t tell me that. She certainly knows why. They 
all know. It serves them right, those short-haired 
ones.” 

“We do not know whether right or not. In the mean- 
time they suffer. You are a Christian and believe in the 
Gospel, and yet you are so pitiless.” 

“That has nothing to do with it. The Gospel is one 
thing, and what we do despise is another. It would be 
worse if I should pretend loving the nihilists, and espe- 
cially short-haired nihilists, when, in reality, I hate 
them.” 

«Why do you hate them ?” 

“Do you ask me why, after March the first ?” 

« But not all of them have taken part in the affair of 
March the first.” 

“It makes no difference: let them keep out of what 
does not concern them. That is not a woman’s business.” 

«But here is Mariette, who, you find, may attend to 
business,” said Nekhlyudov. 
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“Mariette? Mariette is Mariette. And that other one 
is God knows who,—some Khalytipkin who wants to 
instruct everybody.” 

“They do not want to instruct but help the people.” 

“We know without their aid who is to be helped and 
who not.” 

“But the people are suffering. I am just back from 
the country. Is it right that the peasants should work 
as hard as they can, without getting enough to eat, while 
we live in terrible luxury?” said Nekhlyvdov, involun- 
tarily drawn on by his aunt’s good-heartedness to tell her 
all he was thinking. 

“Do you want me to work and eat nothing ?” 

“No, I do not want you to starve,” Nekhlytidov replied, 
with an involuntary smile. “ All I want is that we should 
all work and have enough to eat.” 

His aunt again lowered her brow and pupils, resting 
them on him with curiosity. 

“ Mon cher, vous finirez mal,” she said. 

“But why ?” 

Just then a tall, broad-shouldered general entered the 
room. That was the husband of the countess, Charski, an 
ex-muinister. 

“« Ah, Dmitri, good-morning,” he said, offering him his 
freshly shaven cheek. ‘“ When did you arrive?” 

He silently kissed his wife’s brow. 

« Non, u est impitoyable,” Countess Ekaterina Ivdnovna 
turned to her husband. “He tells me to go down to the 
river to wash the linen, and to eat nothing but potatoes. 
He is a terrible fool, but still you do for him that for 
which he will ask you. He is a terrible dummy,” she 
corrected herself. “Have you heard, they say Madame 
Kémenski is in such despair that they are afraid for her 
life,” she addressed her husband. “ You had better call 
on her.” 

“ That is terrible,” said her husband. 
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“You go and talk with him, for I must write some 
letters.” 

Nekhlyiidov had just gone into the room next to the 
drawing-room, when she called out to him: 

« Shall I write to Mariette ?” 

“ Tf you please, ma tante.” 

“So I shall leave en blanc what it is you wish about 
that short-haired one, and she will tell her husband. And 
he will do it. Don’t think that I am a cross woman. 
They are all very, very horrid, those protégées of yours, 
but ye ne leur veux pas de mal. God be with them. 
Go! By all means be at home in the evening, and you 
will hear Kiesewetter. And we shall pray. If only you 
will not oppose yourself to it, ga vous fera beaucoup de 
ben. I know both Heléne and all of you are way behind 
in this. So, aw revoir.” 


XV. 


Count IvAn MIKHAYLOVICH was an ex-minister and a 
man of very firm convictions. The convictions of Count 
Ivén Mikhdylovich had from his earliest youth consisted 
in this: just as it is proper for a bird to feed on worms, to 
be clad in feathers and down, and to fly through the air, 
so it was proper for him to feed on costly dishes, prepared 
by expensive cooks, to be clad in the most comfortable 
and expensive garments, to travel with the best and the 
fastest horses, and to expect everything to be ready for 
him. Besides this, Count Ivan Mikhéylovich considered 
that the more kinds of various amounts he received from 
the treasury, and the more decorations, inclusive of all 
kinds of diamond tokens, he should have, and the oftener 
he met and spoke with distinguished personages, the better 
for him. Everything else, in comparison with these fun- 
damental dogmas, Count Iva4n Mikhéylovich regarded as 
uninteresting and insignificant. Everything else might be 
as it was, or the reverse, for all he was concerned. In 
conformity with this belief, Ivan Mikhéylovich had been 
living and acting in St. Petersburg for forty years, until 
at last he reached the post of minister. 

The chief qualities of Count Ivd4n Mikhdylovich, by 
means of which he attained this post, consisted, in the 
first place, in his ability to comprehend the meaning of 
documents and laws, and to compose comprehensible, if 
not entirely grammatical documents, without any ortho- 
graphical mistakes ; in the second place, he was very rep- 
resentative, and, wherever it was necessary, he was able to 
give an impression not only of haughtiness, but also of 
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inaccessibility and majesty, and, on the other hand, where- 
ever this was necessary, to be servile to the point of self- 
effacement and baseness; in the third place, he had no 
general principles or rules, either of personal or of state 
morality, so that he could agree with everybody, if this 
was necessary, or equally well disagree with everybody, if 
that served him. In proceeding in this manner, he was 
concerned only about preserving his tone and not mani- 
festing any palpable contradiction with himself; but he 
was quite indifferent as to whether his acts were in them- 
selves moral or immoral, or whether any great good, or 
great evil, would accrue from them to the Russian Empire 
and to the rest of Europe. 

When he became minister, not only those who depended 
upon him (and there were very many people and close 
friends who depended upon him), but even all outsiders, 
and he himself, were convinced that he was a very wise 
statesman. But when some time passed, and he had done 
nothing, had shown nothing, and when, by the law of the 
struggle for existence, just such men as he, who had learned 
how to write and comprehend documents, and who were 
representative and unprincipled officials, had pushed him 
out, and he was compelled to ask for his discharge, it be- 
came clear to everybody that he was, not only not a very 
intelligent man, but even a man of very limited capacities 
and of little culture, though a self-confident man, who in 
his views barely rose to the level of the leading articles of 
the conservative papers. 

It turned out that there was nothing in him which dis- 
tinguished him from other little-educated, self-confident 
officials, who had pushed him out, and he himself came to 
see that ; but this did not in the least shake his convictions 
that he must every year receive a large sum of Crown 
money and new decorations for his parade uniform. This 
conviction was so strong in him that nobody dared to re- 
fuse them to him, and each year he received, partly in the 


RESURRECTION 871 


form of a pension, and partly in the form of remuneration 
for his membership in a higher state institution, and for 
presiding in various commissions and committees, several 
tens of thousands of roubles, and, besides, each year new 
rights highly esteemed by him, to sew new galloons on his 
shoulders or pantaloons, and to attach new ribbons and 
enamelled stars to his dress coat. In consequence of this 
Count Ivé4n Mikhéylovich had great connections. 

Count Ivén Mikhéylovich listened to Nekhlytidov just 
as he would listen to the report of his secretary ; having 
heard all he had to say, he told him that he would give 
him two notes: one to Senator Wolf, in the Department 
of Cassation. “They say all kinds of things about him, 
but dans tous les cas c'est un homme tres comme wu faut,” he 
said. “ He is under obligations to me, and he will do what 
he can.” The other note Ivaén Mikhaylovich gave him was 
to an influential person in the Petition Commission. The 
case of Fedésya Biryukév, as Nekhlyvidov told it to him, 
interested him very much. When Nekhlytidov told him 
that he wanted to write a letter to the empress, he said 
that it really was a very pathetic case, and that he would 
tell it there, whenever an opportunity should offer itself. 
But he could not promise to do so. He had better send 
in the petition any way. But if there should be a chance, 
he said, if they should call him to a petet comité on Thurs- 
day, he would probably tell it. 

Having received the two notes from the count, and the 
note to Mariette from his aunt, Nekhlyvidov at once went 
to all those places. 

First of all he repaired to Mariette. He used to know 
her as a young girl; he knew that she was the daughter 
of a poor, aristocratic family, and that she had married 
a man who had made a career, and of whom he had heard 
some very bad things; consequently, it was, as ever, pain- 
ful for Nekhlyvidov to make a request of a man whom he 
did not respect. In such cases he always felt an internal 
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discord, a dissatisfaction with himself, and a wavering, 
whether he should ask or not, and he always decided that 
he should. Besides being conscious of the unnaturalness 
of his position as a petitioner among people whom he did 
not regard as his own, but who considered him as theirs, 
he felt in that society that he was entering his former 
habitual routine, and that he involuntarily succumbed to 
the frivolous and immoral tone which reigned in that 
circle. He had experienced this even at the house of 
his aunt Ekaterina Ivdnovna. He had that very morning 
fallen into a jocular tone, as he had been talking to her. 

St. Petersburg in general, where he had not been for 
a long time, produced upon him its usual physically 
bracing and morally dulling effect. 

Everything was so clean, so comfortable, and so well- 
arranged, but, above everything else, people were morally 
so little exacting, that life seemed to be easy there. 

A beautiful, clean, polite cabman took him past beauti- 
ful, polite, and clean policemen, over a beautiful, smooth 
pavement, past beautiful, clean houses, to the one in 
which Mariette lived. 

At the entrance stood a span of English horses in a 
fine harness, and an English-looking coachman, with side- 
whiskers up to the middle of his cheeks, and in livery, 
sat on the box, holding a whip, and looking proud. 

A porter in an uncommonly clean uniform opened the 
door to the vestibule, where stood, in a still more clean 
livery with galloons, a carriage lackey with superbly 
combed side-whiskers, and an orderly in a new, clean 
uniform. ; 

“The general does not receive. Nor does the lady. 
They will drive out in a minute.” 

Nekhlytidov gave up the letter of Countess Ekaterina 
Ivdénovna, and, taking out a visiting-card, went up to 
a small table, on which lay a book for the registry 
of visitors, and began to write that he was very sorry 
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not to find her at home, when the lackey moved up to 
the staircase, the porter went out to the entrance, and the 
orderly straightened himself up, with his hands down his 
legs, in a motionless attitude, meeting and following with 
his eyes a small, lean lady, who was walking down the 
staircase with a rapid gait, which did not comport with 
her dignity. 

Mariette wore a large hat with a feather, a black gown, 
a black mantle, and new, black gloves; her face was 
covered with a veil. 

Upon noticing Nekhlytidov, she raised her veil, dis- 
played a very sweet face with gleaming eyes, and looked 
at him interrogatively. 

«Ah, Prince Dmftri Ivanovich,” she exclaimed, in a 
merry, pleasant voice. “I should have recognized —” 

«What, you even remember my name?” 

“Certainly. Sister and I had even been in love with 
you,” she said, in French. “ But how you have changed ! 
What a pity I am driving out. However, let us go back,” 
she said, stopping in indecision. 

She looked at the clock. 

“No, it is impossible. I must go to the mass for the 
dead at Madame Kédmenski’s. She is terribly cast 
down.” 

“Who is this Madame Kaémenski ?” 

“Have you not heard? Her son was killed in a duel. 
He fought with Pézen. An only son. Termble. The 
mother is so very much cast down.” 

“ Yes, I have heard.” 

“No, I had better go, and you come to-morrow, or this 
evening,” she said, walking through the entrance door 
with rapid, light steps. 

“T cannot come this evening,” he answered, walking 
out on the front steps with her. “I have some business 
with you,” he said, looking at the span of bay horses, 
which drove up to the steps. 
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“ What is it?” 

«Here is a note from my aunt about it,” said Nekh- 
lyvidov, handing her a narrow envelope with a large 
monogram. “You will see from this what it is.” 

“T know, Countess Ekaterina Ivdnovna thinks that 
I have some influence on my husband in business matters. 
She is in error. I cannot and will not interfere. But, of 
course, for the countess and for you I shall depart from 
my rules. What is the business?” she said, in vain try- 
ing to find her pocket with her small hand in the black 
glove. 

“There is a girl who is confined in the fortress; she 
is ill, and not guilty.” 

“ What is her name?” 

“Shiustov. Lidiya Shustov. You will find it in the 
note.” 

“Very well, I shall try to do it,” she’said, lightly 
stepping into the softly cushioned carriage which glis- 
tened in the sun with the lacquer of its wings. She opened 
her parasol. The lackey sat down on the box, and gave 
the coachman a sign to drive on. The carriage started, 
but the same minute she touched the coachman’s back 
with her parasol, and the slender-legged, handsome, short- 
tailed mares stopped, compressing their reined-in beauti- 
ful heads, and stamping with their slender feet. 

“Do come, but, if you please, disinterestedly,” she said, 
smiling a smile, the power of which she knew too well. 
The performance, so to say, being over, she drew down 
the curtain, — let down her veil. “ Well, let us start,” 
and she again touched the coachman with the parasol. 

Nekhlyudov raised his hat. The thoroughbred bay 
mares, snorting, struck their hoofs against the pavement, 
and the carriage rolled off swiftly, now and then softly 
leaping with its new tires over the unevennesses of the 
road. 


XVI. 


RECALLING the smile which he had exchanged with 
Mariette, Nekhlytidov shook his head at himself: 

“ Before I shall have looked around, 1 shall again be 
drawn into that life,” he thought, experiencing that 
internal dissension and those doubts which the necessity 
of invoking the aid of people whom he did not respect 
awakened in him. He considered where he should go 
first, where later, so as not to recross his way, and started 
to go to the Senate. Upon arriving there, he was led 
into the chancery, where, in a magnificent apartment, he 
saw an immense number of exceedingly polite and clean 
officials. 

Méslova’s petition had been received and submitted for 
consideration and report to that same Senator Wolf, to 
whom he had a letter from his uncle, so the officials told 
Nekhlyudov. 

“There will be a meeting of the Senate this week, but 
Maslova’s case will hardly come up then. But if it 
should be requested, there is hope that it might pass this 
week, on Wednesday,” said one. 

In the chancery of the Senate, while waiting for the 
information, Nekhlyudov again heard a conversation about 
the duel, and a detailed account of how Kémenski had 
been killed. Here he for the first time heard all the 
details of the story which interested all St. Petersburg. 
Some officers had been eating oysters in a shop, and, as 
usual, drinking a great deal. Some one said something 
uncomplimentary about the regiment in which Kdamenski 
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struck Kdémenski. The following day they fought, and 
Kémenski was hit by a bullet in the abdomen, and died 
from it in two hours. The murderer and the seconds 
were arrested, but it was said, although they were now 
confined in the guard-house, they would be released in 
two weeks. 

From the chancery of the Senate, Nekhlytidov drove to 
the Petition Commission, to see there an influential offi- 
cial, Baron Vorobév, who occupied superb quarters in a 
Crown house. The porter and the lackey sternly in- 
formed Nekhlytidov that the baron could not be seen 
on any but reception-days, that he now was at the 
emperor’s palace, and that on the next day he would 
have to report there again. Nekhlytidov left his letter, 
and went to Senator Wolf. 

Wolf had just breakfasted, and, as usual, was encour- 
aging his digestion by smoking a cigar and walking up 
and down in his room, when he received Nekhlytidov. 
Viadimir Vasiflevich Wolf was, indeed, un homme trés 
comme wu faut, and this quality he placed higher than 
anything else. From this height he looked at all other 
people, nor could he help highly valuing this quality, 
since, thanks only to this, he had made a brilliant career, 
such as he had wished to make: that is, by his marriage 
he had acquired property giving him an income of eight- 
een thousand roubles, and by his own labours he had 
risen to the rank of a Senator. He not only regarded 
himself as wn homme trés comme i faut, but also as a man 
of chivalrous honesty. By honesty he understood his rule 
not to take secret bribes from private individuals. But 
he did not consider it dishonest to extort from the Crown 
all kinds of travelling expenses, post moneys, and rentals, 
in return for which he servilely executed that which even 
the Government did not demand of him. To ruin and 
destroy, to be the cause of the deportation and incar- 
ceration of hundreds of innocent people, for their attach- 
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ment to their people and to the religion of their fathers, 
as he had done while being a governor of one of the 
Governments of the Kingdom of Poland, he not only did 
not consider dishonest, but even an act of noble-minded- 
ness, courage, and patriotism. Nor did he regard it as 
dishonest to fleece his wife, who was enamoured of him, 
and his sister-in-law. 

On the contrary, he looked upon this as a wise arrange- 
ment of his domestic life. His family consisted of his 
impersonal wife, her sister, whose property he had also 
taken into his hands, and whose estate he had sold, 
depositing the money in his own name, and a meek, 
timid, homely daughter,.who was leading a hard, isolated 
life, from which she of late found distraction in evangel- 
ism, in the meetings at Aline’s and at Countess Ekaterina 
Ivénovna’s. Vladimir Vasflevich’s son, a good-hearted fel- 
low, who had been bearded at fifteen years of age, and 
had been drinking and leading a dissolute life since then, 
continuing to live thus to his twentieth year, had been 
driven out of the house for not having graduated from 
anywhere, and for compromising his father by moving in 
bad society and making debts. His father had once paid 
230 roubles for him, and another time six hundred 
roubles, when he informed him that this was the last 
time, that if he did not improve he would drive him out 
of the house, and would break off all connections with 
him. His son not only did not improve, but even made 
another debt of one thousand roubles, and, besides, allowed 
himself to tell his father that it was a torment for him to 
live in his house. Then Vladimir Vasflevich informed 
his son that he could go whither he pleased, that he was 
not a son to him. Since then Vladimir Vasflevich pre- 
tended that he had no son, and his home people never 
dared to talk to him about his son, and Vladfmir Vasfle- 
vich was absolutely convinced that his family life was 
circumstanced in the best manner possible. 
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Wolf stopped in the middle of his promenade in the 
room, with a gracious and somewhat ironical smile (that 
was his mannerism, the involuntary expression of his 
consciousness of his comme wu faut superiority above the 
majority of men), greeted Nekhlytidov, and read the note. 

“Please be seated, and pardon me. I shall continue to 
walk, if you will permit it,” he said, placing his hands in 
the pockets of his jacket, and treading with soft, light 
steps along the diagonal of the cabinet, which was ap- 
pointed in severe style. “Iam very happy to make your 
acquaintance and, of course, to be able to do Count Ivan 
Mikhdylovich a favour,” he said, emitting a fragrant bluish 
puff of smoke, and cautiously removing the cigar from his 
mouth, in order not to drop the ashes. 

“T should like to ask you to consider the case as early 
as possible, so that the prisoner may go to Siberia as 
soon as possible, if she has to go at all,” said Nekhlytidov. 

«Yes, yes, with the first steamers from Nizhni-Ndév- 
gorod, —I know,” said Wolf, with his condescending 
smile, knowing always in advance what people were 
going to tell him. “ What is the prisoner's name?” 

“ Maslova —” 

Wolf went up to the table and looked at a paper which 
was lying on a box with documents. 

«Yes, yes, Maslova. Very well. I shall ask my asso- 
ciates about it. We shall take the case under advisement 
on Wednesday.” 

“May I wire the lawyer about it?” 

“You have a lawyer? What is that for? If you 
wish, you may.” 

“The causes for appeal may be insufficient,” said Nekh- 
lytidov, “ but it may be seen from the case that the verdict 
was due to a misunderstanding.” 

«Yes, yes, that may be so, but the Senate does not 
consider the case on its essential merit,” sternly said 
Viadimir Vasflevich, looking at the ashes. “The Senate 
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is concerned only about the correct application and ex- 
position of the laws.” 

“This seems to me to be an exceptional case.” 

“TI know, I know. All cases are exceptional. We 
shall do all we can. That is all.” The ashes still held 
on, but had a crack, and were in imminent peril. “Do 
you come often to St. Petersburg?” said Wolf, holding 
his cigar in such a way that the ashes could not fall 
down. But the ashes trembled, and Wolf cautiously 
carried his cigar to the ash-tray, into which they dropped. 

“What a terrible incident that was with K4menski,” 
he said. “A fine young man. Anonly son. Especially 
his mother’s condition,” he said, repeating almost the 
identical words that all St. Petersburg was at that time 
saying about Kdmenski. Having said something about 
Countess Ekaterina Ivdnovna and her infatuation for the 
new religious movement, which Vladimir Vasflevich 
neither condemned nor approved of, and which was 
manifestly superfluous to him in his comme w faut state, 
he rang a bell 

Nekhlytidov bowed himself out. 

“Tf it is convenient to you, come to dinner,” Wolf said, 
giving him his hand, “say, on Wednesday. I shall then 
give you a decisive answer.” 

It was late, and Nekhlytidov drove home, that is, to 
his aunt’s. 


XVII. 


DINNER was served at the house of Ekaterina Ivdénovna 
at half-past seven in a new fashion, which Nekhlytidov 
had not seen before. The dishes were placed on the table, 
and the lackeys went out at once, so that the diners 
helped themselves to the food. The gentlemen did not 
permit the ladies to exert themselves by superfluous move- 
ments, and, being the strong sex, bravely attended to the 
labour of filling the ladies’ and their own plates with food, 
and filling their glasses with drinks. When one course was 
consumed, the countess pressed the button of an electric 
bell on the table, and the lackeys entered noiselessly, 
rapidly, cleaned off the table, changed the dishes, and 
brought the next course. The dinner was excellent, and 
so were the wines. In the large, well-lighted kitchen 
a French chef was busy with two assistants in white. 
There were six persons at the table: the count and the 
countess, their son, a gloomy officer of the Guards, who 
put his elbows on the table, Nekhlytidov, a French lady- 
reader, and the count’s manager, who had come up from 
the country. 

The conversation here, too, turned upon the duel. The 
emperor's view of the affair was under consideration. It 
was known that the emperor was very much grieved for 
the mother, and all were grieved for the mother. But, 
as it was also known that, although the emperor sympa- 
thized with her, he did not wish to be severe on the 
murderer, who had defended the honour of his uniform, 
all were condescending to the murderer, who had defended 
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the honour of his uniform. Countess Ekaterina Iv4novna 
alone, with her frivolous free ideas, condemned him. 

“T should not forgive them for anything in the world 
for carousing and for killing innocent young men,” she said. 

«JT cannot understand that,” said the count. 

“T know that you never understand what I say,” said 
the countess, turning to Nekhlytidov. “ Everybody under- 
stands except my husband. I say that I am sorry for 
the mother, and that I do not want them to kill and to 
be content.” 

Then the son, who had been silent until now, defended 
the murderer and attacked his mother, proving to her in 
a sufficiently coarse manner that the officer could not 
have acted differently, that if he had he would have been 
expelled from the army by a court of officers. Nekh- 
lytidov listened, without taking part in the conversation ; 
having been an officer, he understood, though he did not 
approve, the proofs which young Chérski adduced ; at the 
same time he involuntarily compared the officer who had 
killed another with the prisoner, the fine-looking young 
fellow, whom he had seen in prison, and who had been 
sentenced to hard labour for killing a man in a brawl 
Both became murderers through drinking. The peasant 
had killed in a moment of excitement, and he was sepa- 
rated from his wife, his family, his relatives, was chained 
in fetters, and with a shaven head was on his way to 
hard labour, while the officer was located in a beauti- 
ful room at the guard-house, eating good dinners, drinking 
good wine, and reading books, and in a few days he would 
be let out, continuing his previous life, and being only a 
more interesting person for his deed. 

He said what he thought about the matter. At first 
Countess Ekaterfna Ivd4novna agreed with her nephew, 
but later she was silent. 

Nekhlytidov felt, like the rest, that with his story he 
had, as it were, committed an indecency. 
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In the evening, after dinner, chairs with high carved 
backs were placed in the parlour, as though for a lecture, 
in rows, and in front of the table was put a chair with a 
small table, with a decanter of water for the preacher, and 
people began to congregate, to listen to the sermon of 
the newly arrived Kiesewetter. 

Near the entrance stood expensive carriages. In the 
luxuriously furnished parlour sat ladies in silk, velvet, 
and laces, with false hair and tightly laced waists and 
false bosoms. Between the women sat gentlemen, soldiers 
and private citizens, and five men from the lower classes: 
two janitors, a shopkeeper, a lackey, and a coachman. 

Kiesewetter, a strongly built, gray-haired gentleman, 
spoke in English, and a lean young lady, with eye-glasses, 
translated rapidly and well 

He said that our sins were so great, and the punishment 
for these was so great and unavoidable, that it was impos- 
sible to live in expectation of this punishment. 

“Let us only think, dear sisters and brethren, of our- 
selves, of our lives, of what we are doing, how we are 
living, how we anger long-suffering God, how we cause 
Christ to suffer, and we shall see that there is no forgive- 
ness for us, no issue, no salvation,—that we are all 
doomed to perdition. A terrible doom, eternal torments 
await us,” he said, in a trembling voice. “How are we 
to be saved, brethen, how are we to be saved from this 
terrible conflagration? It has already seized upon the 
house, and there is no issue from it!” 

He grew silent, and real tears flowed down his cheeks. 
He had been delivering this speech for eight years, with- 
out any errors, and whenever he reached that passage of 
his very popular sermon he was seized by convulsions 
in his throat, and tickling in his nose, and tears began to 
flow from his eyes. 

And these tears touched him still more. Sobs were 
heard in the room. Countess Ekaterina Ivdnovna sat 
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near & mosaic table, leaning her head on both her arms, 
and her fat shoulders shrugged convulsively. The coach- 
man looked in surprise and fear at the foreigner, as 
though he had driven right into him with the shaft, and 
he did not budge. The majority sat in poses similar to 
that of Countess Ekaterina Iv4novna. Wolf's daughter, 
who resembled him, in a fashionable garment, was on her 
knees, covering her face with her hands, 

The orator suddenly revealed his face and called forth 
upon it that which strikingly resembled a real smile, such 
as actors use to express joy with, and began to speak in a 
sweet and tender voice: 

«There is a salvation. Here it is: it is easy and bliss- 
ful. This salvation is the blood of the only begotten Son 
of God, who has allowed Himself to be tormented for our 
sakes. His suffering, His blood saves us. Sisters and 
brethren,” he again said, with tears in his eyes, “let us 
praise the Lord who has given His only begotten Son for 
the redemption of the human race. His holy blood —” 

Nekhlytidov was overcome by such a painful feeling of 
nausea that he softly rose and, frowning and repressing a 
groan of shame, walked out on tiptoe and went to his 
room. 


XVIII. 


On the following day, just as Nekhlytidov had dressed 
himself and was on the point of going down-stairs, a 
lackey brought him the visiting-card of the Moscow 
lawyer. The lawyer had arrived to look after his affairs 
and, at the same time, to be present at the discussion of 
Méaslova’s case in the Senate, if it was to be heard soon. 
The despatch which Nekhlytidov had sent him had missed 
him. Upon hearing when Maslova’s case was to come up 
and who the Senators were, he smiled. 

“There you have all three types of Senators,” he said: 
“Wolf is a Petersburgian official; Skovorddnikov is a 
learned jurist ; and Be is a practical jurist, consequently 
the liveliest of them all,” said the lawyer. “There is 
most hope in him. And how is it about the Petition 
Commission ?” 

“T am going down to-day to Baron Vorobév. I could 
not get any interview yesterday.” 

“Do you know how Vorobév comes to be a baron?” 
said the lawyer, replying to the somewhat comical intona- 
tion, with which Nekhlytidov had pronounced this foreign 
title in connection with such a Russian name. “Paul had 
rewarded his grandfather, a lackey of the chamber, I think, 
for some great favour of his, as much as to say: ‘Have a 
baronetcy, and don’t interfere with my pleasure!’ Since 
then goes the race of the Barons of Vorobév. He is very 
proud of it. And he is a shrewd one.” 

“Tam on my way to him,” said Nekhlytidov. 

“Very well, let us go together. I shall take you down 
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Nekhlyvidov was already in the antechamber, being on 
the point of leaving, when he was met by a lackey with a 
note from Mariette : 


. “Pour vous faire plaisir, jai agi tout da fait contre mes 
principes, et jar intercédé auprés de mon mari pour votre 
protégée. Il se trouve que cette personne peut étre ralachée 
ammediatement. Mon mari a écrit au commandant. 
Venez done disinterestedly. Je vous attends. M.” 


“ How is this?” Nekhlytidov said to the lawyer. “This 
is simply terrible. The woman whom he has been keep- 
ing for seven months in solitary confinement proves to be 
innocent, and, in order to release her, it was only necessary 
to say the word.” 

“Tt is always that way. At least, you have got what 
you wanted.” 

“Yes, but this success grieves me. Just think what 
must be going on there? What were they keeping her 
for ?” 

“Well, it would be better not to try to get to the bot- 
tom of that. So let me take you down,” said the 
lawyer, as they came out to the front steps, and a fine 
carriage, which the lawyer had hired, drove up to the 
entrance. 

«You want to go to Baron Vorobév ?” 

The lawyer told the coachman where to drive, and the 
good horses soon brought Nekhlytidov to the house which 
the baron occupied. The baron was at home. In the first 
room were two young ladies and a young official in his 
vice-uniform, with an exceedingly long neck and a bulg- 
ing Adam’s apple, and an extremely light gait. 

“Your name?” the young official with the bulging 
Adam’s apple asked, passing with an extremely light and 
graceful gait from the ladies to Nekhlytidov. 

Nekhlytidov told him his name. 
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“The baron has mentioned you. Directly!” 

The adjutant went through the closed door, and brought 
out from the room a lady in mourning, who was in tears. 
The lady with her bony fingers adjusted the tangled veil, 
in order to conceal her tears. 

“Please,” the young official turned to Nekhlytdov, 
walking with a light step over to the door, opening it, 
and stopping. 

Upon entering the cabinet, Nekhlyvidov found himself 
in front of a middle-sized, stocky, short-haired man in 
half-uniform, who was sitting in an armchair at a large 
writing-desk, and cheerfully looking in front of him. 
His good-natured face, which stood out quite prominently 
with its ruddy blush from the white moustache and 
beard, formed itself into a gracious smile at the sight of 
Nekhlyudov. 

“Very glad to see you. Your mother and I were old 
friends. I used to see you when you were a boy, and 
later as an officer. Sit'down and tell me what I can do 
for you. Yes, yes,” he said, shaking his close-cropped 
gray head as Nekhlyvidov was telling him Fedédsya’s 
history. “Go on, go on, I have understood it all) Yes, 
yes, this is touching indeed. Well, have you entered a 
petition ?” 

“T have prepared a petition,” said Nekhlytdov, taking 
it out of his pocket. “I wanted to ask you to give it 
your especial attention, and I hope you may.” 

“You have done well. I shall by all means make the 
report myself,” said the baron, awkwardly expressing 
compassion in his merry face. “It is very touching. 
She was apparently a child, and the husband treated her 
rudely ; this made him repulsive to her, and later came a 
time when they began to love each other— Yes, I shall 
report it.” 

“Count Ivén Mikhdylovich said that he wanted to 
ask —” 
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Nekhlytidov did not finish his phrase, when the baron’s 
face was suddenly changed. 

“You had better hand in the petition at the chancery, 
and I shall do what I can,” he said to Nekhlyudov. 

Just then the young official, apparently proud of his 
gait, entered the room. 

“The lady asks to be permitted to say two words 
more.” 

“Well, call her in. Ah, mon cher, what a lot of tears 
one sees here; if one only could dry them all! I do what 
I can.” 

The lady entered. 

“T forgot to ask: you not to let him give up the 
daughter, or else —” 

“T told you I should do it.” 

“ Baron, for God’s sake! You will save a mother.” 

She seized his hand and began to kiss it. 

“ Everything will be done.” 

When the lady left, Nekhlyiidov, too, rose to say good- 
bye. 

“We shall do what we can. We shall consult the 
minister of justice. He will give us his view, and then 
we shall do what we can.” 

Nekhlytidov went out and walked into the chancery. 
Again, as in the Senate, he found in a superb apartment 
superb officials, who were clean, polite, correct in their 
dress and speech, precise, and severe. 

“How many there are of them, how very many, and 
how well fed they are! What clean shirts and hands 
they have! How well their shoes are blackened! And 
who does it all? And how well they are off in com- 
parison not only with the prisoners, but even with the 
peasants,” Nekhlytidov again involuntarily thought. 


XIX. 


THE man on whom depended the alleviation of the lot 
of those who were confined in St. Petersburg had decora- 
tions enough to cover him, but, with the exception of a 
white cross in the buttonhole, he did not wear them; he 
was 4 superannuated old general, in his dotage, as they 
said, and was of German baronial origin. He had served 
in the Caucasus, where he had received this extremely 
flattering cross because under his command Russian peas- 
ants, with their hair cropped and clad in uniforms and 
armed with guns and bayonets, had killed more than a 
thousand people who were defending their liberty, their 
homes, and their families. Then he had served in Poland, 
where he again compelled Russian peasants to commit all 
kinds of crimes, for which he received new decorations 
and embellishments on his uniform. Then he had served 
somewhere else, and now, being an enfeebled old man, he 
obtained the place, which he now was occupying, and 
whicb supplied him with good apartments and support, 
and gave him honours. He executed severely all orders 
from above, and was exceedingly proud of this execution ; 
to these orders from above he ascribed a special mean- 
ing, and thought that everything in the world might be 
changed, except these orders from above. His duty con- 
sisted in keeping political prisoners in barracks, in soli- 
tary confinement, and he kept them there in such a way 
that half of them perished in the course of ten years, 
partly becoming insane, partly dying from consumption, 
and partly committing suicide: some by starving them- 
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selves, others by cutting their veins open with pieces of 
glass, or by hanging, or by burning themselves to death. 

The old general knew all this; all this took place 
under his eyes, but all these cases did not touch his con- 
science any more than his conscience was touched by 
accidents arising from storms, inundations, and so on. 

These accidents happened on account of his executing 
orders from above, in the name of the emperor. These 
orders had to be carried out without questioning, and 
therefore it was quite useless to think of the consequences 
resulting from these orders. 

The old general did not permit himself even to think 
of such affairs, considering it his patriotic duty as a 
soldier not to think, in order not to weaken in the exe- 
cution of these, as he thought, extremely important 
duties of his, Once a week the old general regarded it 
as his duty to visit all the barracks and to ask the pris- 
oners whether they had any requests to make. The 
prisoners generally had requests to make of him. He 
listened to them calmly and in impenetrable silence, and 
never granted them because they were all contrary to the 
regulations of the law. 

As Nekhlyvidov was approaching the residence of the 
old general, the soft chimes of the tower played “ Praise 
ye the Lord,” and the clock struck two. Listening to 
the chimes, Nekhlyudov involuntarily recalled having 
read in the memoirs of the Decembrists what an effect 
this sweet music, repeated every hour, had on the souls 
of those who were confined for life. 

As Nekhlytidov drove up to the entrance of his lodg- 
ings, the general was sitting in a dark drawing-room at 
an inlaid table and, together with a young man, an artist, 
a brother of one of his subordinates, was twirling a small 
dish on a sheet of paper. The thin, moist, feeble fingers of 
the artist were linked with the rough, wrinkled fingers 
of the general, which were stiff in their joints, and these 
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linked hands were jerking about, together with the in- 
verted saucer, over the sheet of paper upon which were 
written all the letters of the alphabet. The saucer was 
answering the question put by the general as to how the 
spirits would recognize each other after death. 

Just as one of the orderlies, who was acting as valet, 
entered with Nekhlytidov’s card, Joan of Arc’s spirit was 
communicating with them by means of the saucer. Joan 
of Arc’s spirit had already spelled out, “They will recog- 
nize each other after their,’ and this had been noted 
down. Just as the orderly had entered, the saucer, 
which had first stopped at “1,” was jerking about in 
all directions just after it had reached the letter “i.” 
It was wavering because the next letter, according to the 
general’s opinion, was to have been “b,” that is, Joan of 
Arc, in his opinion, was to have said that the spirits 
would recognize each other after their liberation from all 
earthly dross, or something to that effect, and the next 
letter, therefore, had to be “b”; but the artist thought 
that the next letter would be “g,” that the spirit was 
going to say that the souls would recognize each other 
after their lights, which would emanate from their ethe- 
real bodies. The general, gloomily arching his thick gray 
eyebrows, was looking fixedly at the hands, and, imagin- 
ing that the saucer was moving of its own accord, was 
pulling it in the direction of letter “b.” But the young, 
anemic artist, with his scant hair combed behind his 
ears, was looking with his lifeless blue eyes into the dark 
corner of the drawing-room, and, nervously twitching his 
lips, was pulling the saucer in the direction of “g.” The 
general scowled at the interruption of his occupation, and, 
after a moment’s silence, took the card, put on his eye- 
glasses, and, groaning from a pain in the small of his 
back, arose to his full tall stature, rubbing his stiffened 
joints. 

“Take him to the cabinet.” 
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“Permit me, your Excellency, I shall finish it myself,” 
said the artist, getting up. “I feel the presence.” 

“Very well, finish it,” the general said, in a resolute 
and severe voice, while with a resolute and even gait he 
directed the long steps of his parallel feet to the cabinet. 

“Glad to see you.” The general said these gracious 
words to Nekhlyvidov in a coarse voice, pointing to a 
chair at the writing-desk. “Have you been long in St. 
Petersburg ?” . 

Nekhlyuidov told him that he had arrived but lately. 

“Ts the princess, your mother, well.” 

“ Mother is dead.” 

«Pardon me, I am very sorry. My son told me that 
he had met you.” 

The general’s son was making the same career as his 
father. After leaving the military academy, he served in 
the detective bureau, and was very proud of the business 
which there was entrusted to him. His occupation con- 
sisted in supervising the spies. 

« Yes, I have served with your father. We were friends 
and comrades. Well, are you serving?” 

« No.” 

The general shook his head disapprovingly. 

«T have a request to make of you, general,” said Nekh- 
lyvidov. 

“Oh, oh, I am very glad. What can I do for you?” 

“If my request is improper, you will forgive me, I 
hope. But I must communicate it to you.” 

“« What is it ?” 

“There is a certain Gurévich confined in the fortress. 
His mother wishes to have an interview with him, or, at 
least, to let him have certain books.” 

The general expressed neither joy nor displeasure at 
Nekhlytidov’s question; he bent his head sidewise and 
closed his eyes, as though lost in thought. He really 
was not thinking of anything and was not even inter- 
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ested in Nekhlytdov’s question, knowing very well that 
he would answer him in accordance with the laws. He 
was simply taking a mental rest, thinking of nothing. 

“This, you see, does not depend on me,’ he said, after 
& moment’s rest. “In regard to interviews there is a 
regulation confirmed by his Majesty, and whatever is 
decreed there is carried out. As to the books, we have 
a library, and they get such books as are permitted to 
them.” 

« But he needs scientific books. He wants to work.” 

“Don’t believe that.” The general was silent for a 
while. “That is not for work. Nothing but unrest.” 

« But they have to do something to occupy their time 
in their heavy situation,” said Nekhlytidov. 

“They always complain,” said the general. “We 
know them.” 

He spoke of them in general as of some especially bad 
tribe of men. 

“They are furnished such comforts here as one 
will rarely find in places of confinement,” continued the 
general. 

And, as though to justify himself, he began to tell in 
detail of all the comforts which the prisoners had, as 
though the chief aim of this institution consisted in pro- 
viding pleasant quarters for its inmates. 

“Formerly, it is true, it was very hard, but now they 
are kept nicely. They eat three courses, and one of these 
is meat, either forcemeat or cutlets. On Sundays they 
get a fourth course of sweetmeats. May God only grant 
that every Russian have such meals!” 

The general like all old people, having once come to a 
subject which he knew by rote, kept saying that which 
he had repeated so often in order to prove their exactions 
and ingratitude. 

“They get books, both of a religious character, and old 
periodicals. We have a library. But they do not like 
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to read. At first they seem to be interested, and after- 
ward the new books remain half uncut, while the pages 
of the old ones are not turned over. We have tried 
them,” said the baron, with a distant resemblance to a 
smile, “ by putting pieces of paper in. The papers remain 
untouched. Nor are they kept from writing,” continued 
the general. “They get slates and pencils, so that they 
may write for their amusement. They may rub off what 
they have written, and write over again. But they don’t 
write. No, they very soon become very quiet. Only in 
the beginning they are restless; and later they grow fat, 
and become very quiet,” said the general, without suspect- 
ing what terrible meaning his words had. 

Nekhlytidov listened to his hoarse old voice ; he looked 
at his stiffened joints ; at his dimmed eyes beneath his gray 
brows ; at his shaven, overhanging, old cheeks, supported 
by a military collar; at the white cross, which this man 
prided himself on, especially since he had received it for 
an extraordinarily cruel and wholesale murder, — and he 
understood that it was useless for him to explain to him 
the meaning of his words. But he, nevertheless, made 
an effort over himself and asked about another affair, 
about prisoner Shustov, about whom he had received that 
day the information that she would be released. 

“Shustov? Shiustov— I do not remember them all 
by name. There are so many of them,” he said, appar- 
ently reproaching them for overcrowding. He rang a 
bell and sent for his secretary. While they went to 
fetch his secretary, he tried to persuade Nekhlytidov that 
he should serve, saying that honest and noble-minded 
people, including himself in the number, were especially 
useful to the Tsar —“ and the country,” he added, appar- 
ently as an adornment of speech. 

“TI am old, but I am serving so far as my strength 
permi 9? 

The secretary, a dried-up, lean man, with restless, clever 
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eyes, arrived and informed them that Shiistov was kept in 
some strange fortification, and that no document in refer- 
ence to her had been received. 

“ We shall send her away the day we get the papers. 
We do not keep them, and we are not particularly proud 
of their visits,” said the general, again with an attempt at 
a playful smile, which only contorted his old face. 

Nekhlytidov arose, trying to repress an expression of 
a mixed feeling of disgust and pity, which he experienced 
in regard to this terrible old man. The old man, on his 
side, thought that he ought not to be too severe with a 
frivolous and, obviously, erring son of his comrade, and 
ought not to let him go away without giving him some 
instruction. : 

“Good-bye, my dear. Don’t be angry with me for 
what I am going to tell you. I tell you this because I 
like you. Don’t keep company with the people who are 
confined here. There are no innocents. They are alla 
very immoral lot. We know them,” he said, in a tone 
which did not admit the possibility of a doubt. He 
really did not doubt, not because it was actually so, but 
because, if it were not so, he could not regard himself as 
a respected hero who was finishing a good life in a worthy 
manner, but as a villain who had been selling, and in his 
old age still continued to sell, his conscience. 

‘Best of all, serve,” he continued. “The Tsar needs 
honest men — and so does the country,” he added. «If I 
and all the others refused to serve, as you do, who would 
be left? We condemn the order of things, and yet do not 
ourselves wish to aid the government.” 

Nekhlytidov drew a deep breath, made a low bow, con- 
descendingly pressed the large, bony hand stretched out 
to him, and left the room. 

The general shook his head in disapproval, and, rubbing 
the small of his back, again entered the drawing-room, 
where the artist was awaiting him, with the answer from 
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the spirit of Joan of Arc all written out. The general put 
on his eye-glasses and read: “ They will recognize each 
other after their lights, which will emanate from their 
ethereal bodies.” 

“ Ah,” the general said approvingly, closing his eyes, 
“but how are you going to tell them if the light is the 
same with all?” he asked, and again sat down at the table, 
linking his fingers with those of the artist. 

Nekhlytidov’s cabman came out of the gate. 

“Tt is dull here, sir,” he said, turning to Nekhlytidov, 
“and I wanted to leave, without waiting for your return.” 

« Yes, it is dull,” Nekhlytidov agreed with him, inhaling 
the air with full lungs, and restfully gazing at the smoky 
clouds that were scudding along the sky, and at the 
sparkling waves of the Nevé, rippling from the boats and 
steamers that were moving upon it. 


XX. 


On the following day Méslova’s case was to be heard, 
and Nekhlyuidov went to the Senate. The lawyer met 
him at the grand entrance of the Senate building, where 
several carriages were standing already. Mounting the 
magnificent parade staircase to the second story, the 
lawyer, who knew all the corridors, turned to the left to 
a door, on which was written the year of the introduction 
of the code of laws governing the courts. Having taken 
off his overcoat in the first long room, and having learned 
from the porter that the Senators had all arrived, and the 
last had just entered, Fandrin, now left in his dress coat 
and his white tie on his white bosom, passed into the 
next room with cheerful self-confidence. Here there was, 
on the right, a large safe and then a table, and, on the 
left, a winding staircase, down which now came an ele- 
gant-looking official in a vice-uniform, with a portfolio 
under his arm. 

In this room the attention was attracted by a patriar- 
chal old man, with long white hair, in a jacket and gray 
pantaloons, near whom stood two assistants in a respect- 
ful attitude. The old man with the white hair went up 
to the safe, and was lost in it. Just then Fandrin, having 
spied a comrade of his, a lawyer in a white tie and in a 
dress coat, immediately entered into an animated conver- 
sation with him. In the meantime Nekhlytidov watched 
those who were in the room. There were in al} about 
fifteen persons present, among them two ladies. One of 
these wore eye-glasses, and the other was a gray-haired old 
woman. The case which was to be heard was in regard 
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to a libel of the press, and therefore more than a usual 
audience had assembled,—they were nearly all people 
belonging to the newspaper world. 

The bailiff, a ruddy-faced, handsome man, in a magnif- 
icent uniform, with a note in his hand, walked over to 
Fanarin to ask him what his case was, and, having heard 
that it was the Méslova case, he made a note of something 
and went away. Just then the door of the safe was 
opened, and the patriarchal old man emerged from it, 
no longer in his jacket, but in a galloon-embroidered gar- 
ment, with metal plates on his breast, which made him 
look like a bird. 

This ridiculous costume apparently embarrassed the 
old man himself, and he walked more rapidly than was 
his custom through the door opposite the entrance. 

«That is Be, a most respectable man,” Fanférin said to 
Nekhlytidov, and, introducing him to his colleague, told 
him of the extremely interesting case, as he thought, 
which was to be heard now. 

The case soon began, and Nekhlytidov, with the rest of 
the audience, went into the hall on the left. All of them, 
Fandérin included, went behind a barrier, to seats intended 
for the public. Only the St. Petersburg lawyer stepped 
out beyond the barrier to a writing-desk. 

The hall of the meetings of the Senate was smaller 
than the one of the Circuit Court, simpler in its appoint- 
ments, and differed from it only in that the table, at 
which the Senators were sitting, was not covered with 
green cloth, but with crimson velvet, embroidered with 
gold lace; all the other attributes of the execution of 
Justice were the same: there was the Mirror of Laws,! the 
emblem of duplicity —the holy image, and the emblem 
of servility — the portrait of the emperor. The bailiff 
announced in the same solemn voice, “ The court is com- 


1A triangular prism with certain laws poneres by Peter the 
Great printed upon it, to be found in every court. 
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ing.” All rose in the same manner; the Senators, in 
their uniforms, walked in in the same way, sat down in 
the same way in the chairs with the high backs, and 
in the same way leaned over the table, trying to look 
natural. There were four Senators: the presiding judge, 
Nikitin, a clean-shaven man, with a narrow face and 
steel eyes; Wolf, with compressed lips and white little 
hands, with which he fingered some sheets of paper; then 
Skovordédnikov, a fat, massive, pockmarked man,—a 
learned jurist; and the fourth, Be, that patriarchal old 
man who had been the last to arrive. With the Senators 
came out the secretary-general and the associate prosecut- 
ing attorney-general, a middle-sized, spare, clean-shaven 
young man, with a very dark skin and black, melancholy 
eyes. In spite of his strange uniform, and although six 
years had passed since Nekhlyvidov had last seen him, he 
at once recognized in him the best friend of his student 
days. 

“Ts this Associate Prosecuting Attorney-General Selé- 
nin ? 33 

“Yes. Why?” 

“T know him well. He is a fine man—” 

“ And an excellent associate prosecuting attorney-gen- 
eral, who knows his business. You ought to have asked 
him,” said Fandérin. 

“He will in any case be conscientious,” said Nekhlyt- 
dov, recalling his close relations and friendship with 
Selénin, and his gentle qualities of purity, honesty, and 
decency, in the best sense of the word. 

“It is too late now,” Fandrin whispered to him, paying 
strict attention to the report of the case. 

The case was an appeal to the verdict of the Superior 
Court which had left unchanged the judgment of the 
Circuit Court. 

Nekhlyvidov listened and tried to understand the mean- 
ing of that which was going on before hin, but, just as 
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in the Circuit Court, the chief impediment to compre- 
hension lay in the fact that they were not considering 
that which naturally seemed to be the main point, but 
a side issue. The case under advisement was an article 
in a newspaper, in which the rascality of a presiding offi- 
cer of a certain stock company had been brought to light. 
It seemed that the only important question was whether 
really the president of the stock company was fleecing 
his creditors, and what means were to be taken to stop 
him from stealing. But that was not at all considered. 
The only question they discussed was whether the pub- 
lisher had a legal right to print the article of the feuille- 
ton writer, or not, and what crime he had committed by 
printing it: whether it was a defamation or libel, and 
how defamation includes libel, or libel defamation, and 
other unintelligible points for common people about 
various articles and decrees of some general department. 
There was one thing which Nekhlyiidov understood, 
and that was that, notwithstanding the fact that Wolf, 
who made the report on the case, and who on the previous 
day had so sternly informed him that the Senate could 
not consider the essence of a case, in this particular affair 
reported with an apparent bias in favour of the annul- 
ment of the verdict of the Superior Court, and that 
Selénin, quite out of keeping with his characteristic re- 
serve, suddenly hotly expressed an opposite opinion. The 
impassionedness of the ever reserved Selénin was based 
on the fact that he knew the president of the stock com- 
pany as unreliable in business matters, and that he had 
accidentally found out that Wolf had almost on the eve 
of the hearing of this case been present at a luxurious 
dinner givén by this suspicious business man. When 
now Wolf reported in an apparently biassed, even though 
very cautious, manner on the case, Selénin became excited 
and expressed his opinion with greater vigour than was 
necessary for such a usual matter. His speech evidently 
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offended Wolf: he blushed, twitched his muscles, made 
silent gestures of surprise, and with a very dignified and 
offended look retired with the other Senators to the con- 
sultation-room. 

“What is your case?” the bailiff again asked Fandrin, 
the moment the Senators had retired. 

“T have told you before that I am here to hear Més- 
lova’s case,” said Fandrin. 

«That is so. The case will come up to-day. But—” 

“What is it?” asked the lawyer. 

“You see, it has been put down without discussion, 
and the Senators will hardly come out after the announce- 
ment of their decision. But I shall inform them —” 

«What do you mean?” 

«TJ shall inform them,” and the bailiff made a note of 
something on the paper. 

The Senators actually intended, after announcing their 
decision in the libel-suit, to finish all the other business, 
including Maslova’s case, at tea and cigarettes, without 
leaving the consultation-room. 


XXI. 


THE moment the Senators sat down at the table of the 
consultation-room, Wolf began in a very animated manner 
to adduce the reasons why the case ought to be annulled. 
The presiding Senator, who was as a rule not well dis- 
posed, happened to be in an unusually bad humour. 
Listening to the case during the session, he had formed 
his opinion, and so he now sat lost in thought, without 
paying any attention to what Wolf was saying. His 
thought was centred on the consideration of what he 
had written the day before in his memoirs in regard 
to Vilydnov’s appointment, instead of him, to that impor- 
tant post which he had long wished to get. President 
Nikitin was very firmly convinced that his reflections on 
the officials of the highest two ranks, with whom he came 
in contact during the time of his service, formed very 
important historical material Having on the previous 
day written a chapter, in which he gave some hard knocks 
to some officials of the first two classes for having pre- 
vented him, as he formulated it, from saving Russia from 
the destruction into which the present rulers were draw- 
ing it, — but in reality for having kept him from getting 
a larger salary than he now was receiving, — he now was 
meditating on the fact that this circumstance would have 
an entirely new light thrown upon it for the use of pos- 
terity. 

“Yes, of course,’ he replied to Wolf’s words which 
he had addressed to him, but which he had not heard. 


Be listened with a sad countenance to what Wolf 
401 ° 


402 - RESURRECTION 


was saying, drawing garlands on the paper which was 
lying before him. Be was a liberal of the purest 
water. He sacredly preserved the traditions of the 
sixties, and if he ever departed from his severe im- 
partiality it was always in favour of liberalism. Thus, 
in the present case, apart from the fact that the stock 
speculator, who had brought the accusation of libel, was 
an unclean individual, Be was for letting the complaint 
remain without consequences because this accusation of 
libel against a writer was a restraint upon the freedom 
of the press. When Wolf had finished his proofs, Be, 
without having finished drawing a garland, with sadness, 
— he was aggrieved that he had to prove such truisms, — 
in a soft, pleasant voice, gently, simply, and convincingly 
proved the groundlessness of the complaint, and, lower- 
ing his head with its white hair, continued to draw the 
garland. 

Skovorédnikov, who was sitting opposite Wolf, and 
who was all the time pulling his beard and moustache 
into his mouth with his fat fingers, the moment Be 
ceased talking, stopped chewing his beard, and in a loud, 
creaking voice said that, notwithstanding the fact that 
the president of the stock company was a great scoundrel, 
he would be for the annulment of the verdict if there 
were legal reasons for it, but as such were lacking, he 
seconded the opinion expressed by Iv4n Seménovich (Be), 
he said, enjoying the sting which he had thus given to 
Wolf. The presiding Senator sided with Skovordédnikev, 
and the case was decided in the negative. 

Wolf was dissatisfied, especially since he was, so to say, 
accused of dishonest partiality. However, he pretended 
to be indifferent and opened the next case to be reported 
upon, that of Mdslova, and buried himself in it. In 
the meantime the Senators rang the bell and asked for’ 
tea; they began to discuss an affair which, together with 
Kémenski’s duel, then interested all the Petersburgians. 


RESURRECTION 403 


It was the case of a director of a department who had 
been convicted of a crime provided for in Article 995. 

« What baseness,” Be said, in disgust. 

« What evil do you see in it? I shall show you in our 
literature a plan of a German writer who proposes point- 
blank that this should not be regarded as a crime, 
and that marriage between two men be permitted,” said 
Skovordédnikov, eagerly sucking in the smoke from a 
crushed cigarette which he was holding at the roots of 
his fingers, near the palm of his hand, and bursting out 
into a loud laugh. 

“Tt is impossible,” said Be. 

-«T shall show it to you,” said Skovorédnikov, quoting 
the full title of the work, and even the year and place of 
publication. 

«They say he is to be appointed governor in some 
Siberian city,” said Nikitin. 

«That is all right. The bishop will come out to meet 
him with the cross. They ought to have a bishop of 
the same kind. I could recommend a bishop to them,” 
said Skovorédnikov, and, throwing the stump of the ciga- 
rette into the ash-tray, he took into his mouth as much as 
he could of his beard and moustache, and began to chew 
at them. 

Just then the bailiff, who had entered, informed them 
of the lawyer’s and Nekhlytidov’s desire to be present at 
the discussion of Méslova’s case. 

“ Now this case,” said Wolf, “is a whole romance,” and 
he told all he knew about Nekhlyvidov’s relations with 
Maéslova. After having talked of this, and having fin- 
ished smoking their cigarettes and drinking their tea, the 
Senators went into the hall of sessions, announced their 
decision in the previous case, and took up Méslova’s. 

Wolf in his thin voice reported in a very detailed 
manner on Maslova’s appeal for annulment, and again 
spoke not entirely without impartiality, but with the 
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manifest desire to have the judgment of the court 
annulled. 

“Have you anything to add?” the presiding Senator 
addressed Fandrin. Fandrin arose, and, expanding his 
broad white chest, began, by points, and with remarkable 
impressiveness and precision, to prove the departure of 
the court in six points from the exact meaning of the 
law, and, besides, took the liberty of touching, though 
briefly, on the merits of the case itself, and on the crying 
injustice of the verdict. The tone of Fanérin’s short but 
strong speech was to the effect that he begged the Senate's 
indulgence for insisting on something which the Senators, 
in their sagacity and judicial wisdom, saw and understood 
better than he, saying that he did so only because his duty 
demanded it. After Fandrin’s speech, there seemed to be 
not the least doubt but that the Senate would reverse the 
decision of the court. Having finished his speech, Fandrin 
smiled a victorious smile. 

Looking at his lawyer, and seeing this smile, Nekhlyt- 
dov was convinced that the case was won. But when he 
glanced at the Senators, he noticed that Fandrin was the 
only one who was smiling and triumphing. The Senators 
and the associate prosecuting attorney-general neither 
smiled nor triumphed, but had the aspect of people who 
felt ennui, and who were saying, “ We have heard a lot 
of your kind of people, and that all leads to nothing.” 
They were all, apparently, glad when the lawyer got 
through and stopped delaying them. 

Immediately after the end of the lawyer’s speech, the 
presiding officer turned to the associate prosecuting attor- 
ney-general. Selénin clearly and precisely expressed him- 
self in a few words against the reversal of the judgment, 
finding the causes for the annulment insufficient. There- 
upon the Senators arose and went away to hold their 
consultation. In the consultation-room the votes were 
divided. Wolf was for the repeal. Be having grasped 
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the whole matter, also very warmly sided with the annul- 
ment, vividly presenting to his associates a picture of the 
court and the misunderstanding of the jury, just as he 
had comprehended it very correctly. Nikitin, who always 
stood for severity in general and for severe formality, was 
against it. The whole affair depended on Skovoréddnikov’s 
vote. He cast it against a reversal chiefly because Nekh- 
lytidov’s determination to marry this girl in the name of 
moral demands was in the highest degree distasteful to 
him. 

Skovorédnikov was a materialist and a Darwinist, and 
considered all manifestations of abstract morality, or, still 
worse, of religiousness, not only a contemptible madness, 
but a personal affront. All this interest in the prostitute, 
and the presence in the Senate of a famous lawyer, who 
was defending her, and of Nekhlytidov himself, was ex- 
tremely distasteful to him. And thus, he stuck his beard 
into his mouth and, making a grimace, pretended not to 
know anything about the affair except that the causes for 
annulment were insufficient, and that, therefore, he agreed 
with the president in disregarding the appeal. 

The appeal was denied. 


XXII. 


“ TERRIBLE!” said Nekhlytidov, walking into the wait- 
ing-room with the lawyer, who was arranging his portfolio. 
“In a most palpable case they stickle for form, and refuse 
it. Terrible!” 

“The case was spoilt in court,” said the lawyer. 

«And Selénin is for a refusal! Terrible, terrible! ” 
Nekhlytidov continued to repeat. “ What is to be done 
now ?” 

“Let us appeal to his Majesty. Hand in the petition 
while you are here. I shall write it out for you.” 

Just then thick-set Wolf, in his stars and uniform, came 
into the waiting-room and walked over to Nekhlytidov. 

“What is to be done, dear prince? There were not 
any sufficient causes,” he said, shrugging his narrow 
shoulders and closing his eyes. He passed on. 

After Wolf came Selénin, having learned from the 
Senators that Nekhlyudov, his former friend, was there. 

“JT did not expect to find you here,” he said, going up 
to Nekhlytidov, smiling with his lips, while his eyes re- 
mained sad. “I did not know you were in St. Petersburg.” 

« And I did not know that you were prosecuting attor- 
ney-general — ” 

« Associate,” Selénin corrected him. 

“ What are you doing in the Senate ?” he asked, looking 
sadly and gloomily at his friend. “I heard that you were 
in St. Petersburg. But what brings you here?” 

“Here? I came here, hoping to find justice and to 
save an innocent condemned woman.” 


«What woman ? 
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“She whose case has just been decided.” 

“Oh, Méslova’s affair,” Selénin said, recalling it. “An 
entirely unfounded appeal.” 

«The question is not in the appeal, but in the woman, 
who is not guilty and yet condemned.” 

Selénin heaved a sigh: “ Very likely, but —” 

“ Not very likely, but absolutely —” 

“ How do you know?” 

“ Because I was one of the jury. I know where we 
made a mistake.” 

Selénin fell to musing. “ You ought to have announced 
it then and there,” he said. 

“T did.” 

“You ought to have written it down in the protocol. 
If that had been in the appeal for annulment — ” 

“But it was manifest as it is that the verdict was 
senseless.” 

« The Senate has no right to say so. If the Senate should 
take the liberty of annulling the judgments of the courts 
on the basis of their own views of their justice, not only 
the Senate would lose every point of support and would 
be rather in danger of violating justice than establishing 
it,” Selénin said, recalling the previous case, “but the 
verdicts of the juries would also lose their meaning.” 

“T knowthis much: the woman is absolutely innocent, 
and the last hope to save her from an unmerited punish- 
ment is gone. The highest court has confirmed a case of 
absolute illegality.” 

“Tt has not confirmed it, because it has not considered, 
and it cannot consider, the merits of the case itself,” said 
Selénin, blinking. 

Selénin, who was always busy at home and never went 
out in society, had apparently heard nothing of Nekhlyi- 
dov’s romance; and Nekhlytidov, being aware of this, 
decided that it was not necessary for him to speak of his 
relations with Maslova. 
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“ You, no doubt, are stopping with your aunt,” he added, 
evidently wishing to change the subject. “I heard only 
yesterday from her that you were here. The countess 
invited me to be with you at the meeting of the visiting 
preacher,” said Selénin, smiling with his lips only. 

“Yes, I was there, but went away in disgust,” angrily 
said Nekhlytidov, provoked at Selénin for changing the 
subject. 

«But why in disgust? It is, nevertheless, a mani- 
festation of religious feeling, even though one-sided and 
sectarian,” said Selénin. 

“It is nothing but some wild insipidity,” said Nekh- 
lyvidov. 

“Not at all. The only strange thing about it is that 
we know so little the teachings of our own church that we 
receive our fundamental dogmas as a kind of new reve- 
lation,” said Selénin, as though hastening to express his 
views, which were new to his old friend. 

Nekhlytidov looked at Selénin with surprised attention. 
Selénin lowered his eyes, in which there was an expression 
not only of sadness, but of hostility as well 

“Do you believe in the dogmas of the church?” 
Nekhlytidov asked. 

“Of course I do,” Selénin replied, gazing with a 
straight and dead stare at Nekhlytidov. 

Nekhlytidov sighed. “Remarkable,” he said. 

“ However, we shall speak of it later,’ said Selénin. 
“JT am coming,” he turned to the bailiff, who had walked 
up to him with a respectful gait. “We must by all 
means see each other,” he added, with a sigh. “ But 
shall I find you at home? You will always find me at 
home at seven o’clock, at dinner. Nadézhdinskaya,” and 
he gave the number of the house. “Much water has 
flowed since then,” he added, walking away, and again 
smiling with his lips alone. 

“1 shall come if I have time,” said Nekhlytidov, feel- 
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ing that Selénin, who had once been a close and favourite 
friend of his, had suddenly become, in consequence of this 
short conversation, strange, distant, and unintelligible, if 
not hostile. 


XXTIL 


Wuen Nekhlytidov knew Selénin as a student, he was a 
good son, a faithful comrade, and, according to his years, 
a cultivated man of the world, with much tact, always 
elegant and handsome, and, at the same time, of extraor- 
dinary truthfulness and honesty. He studied beautifully 
without any effort and without a sign of pedantry, receiv- 
ing gold medals for his themes. Not only in words, but 
in deeds, he made serving people the aim of his youthful 
life. This service he never presented to himself in any 
other form than as a government service, and therefore, 
the moment he graduated, he systematically passed in 
review all the activities to which he might devote his 
energy, and decided that he would be most useful in the 
second division of the Private Chancery, which has charge 
of the making of laws, and so he entered there. But, in 
spite of the most precise and conscientious execution of 
everything demanded of him, he did not in this service 
find a satisfaction for his desire to be useful, and could 
not appease his conscience with the thought that he was 
doing the right thing. This discontent was so strength- 
ened by his conflicts with the petty and vainglorious 
superior immediately above him, that he left the second 
division, and transferred himself to the Senate. 

Here he was more at ease, but the feeling of discontent 
pursued him still He did not cease feeling that it was 
all different from what he had expected and what it 
ought to be. While occupying his post in the Senate, his 
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the Chamber, and he was obliged to drive out in an em- 
broidered uniform, and a white linen apron, in a carriage, 
to thank all kinds of people for having promoted him to 
the dignity of a lackey. However much he tried, he 
could not discover a sensible explanation for this office. 
And he felt even more than in the service that it was 
“not it;” at the same time he could not refuse this 
appointment, on the one hand, in order not to offend 
those who were convinced that they had given him a 
great pleasure, while, on the other, the appointment 
flattered the lower qualities of his nature, and it gave 
him pleasure to see himself in the mirror in an em- 
broidered gold lace uniform, and to enjoy that respect 
which his appointment elicited from certain people. 

The same thing happened with him in regard to his 
marriage. They arranged for him a very brilliant mar- 
riage, from the standpoint of society. And he married, 
mainly because by refusing to he would have offended 
and pained the bride, who was very anxious to marry 
him, and those who had arranged the marriage for him; 
as also, because his marrying a young, sweet, aristocratic 
maiden flattered his vanity and gave him pleasure. But 
the marriage soon proved to be “not it” in a far greater 
way than the service and his court duties. After the first 
baby was born, his wife did not want to have any more 
children, and began to lead a luxurious society life, in 
which he was compelled to take part against his will. 

She was not particularly beautiful, was faithful to him, 
and, although she poisoned her husband’s life by it, and 
herself gained nothing from it but an expenditure of 
terrible strength, and weariness, she continued intently to 
lead such a life. All attempts of his to change this 
existence were wrecked, as against a stone wall, against 
her conviction that it had to be so, in which opinion she 
was supported by her relatives and acquaintances. 

The child, a girl, with long golden locks and bare legs, 
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was entirely estranged from her father, more especially 
because she was brought up differently from what he had 
wished her to be. Between the married couple naturally 
arose misunderstanding and even an absence of any desire 
to understand each other, and a quiet, silent struggle, con- 
cealed from outsiders and moderated by proprieties, which 
made life for him at home exceedingly hard. Thus, his 
domestic life proved, even more than his service and 
court appointment, to be “not it.” 

His relation to religion was, however, most “not it.” 
Like all people of his circle and time, he had, without 
the least effort, by his mental growth, broken those 
fetters of religious superstitions in which he had been 
brought up, and he did not know himself when that 
liberation had taken place. Being a serious dnd honest 
man, he did not conceal this freedom from the super- 
stitions of the official religion while he was still young, 
during his student days and his friendship with Nekh- 
lyvidov. 

But with advancing years and rise in service, especially 
during the reaction of conservatism which had in the 
meantime taken possession of society, this spiritual free- 
dom stood in his way. Not only in his domestic rela- 
tions, especially at the death of his father, at the masses 
for his soul, and because his mother desired him to pre- 
pare himself for the sacrament, and public opinion partly 
demanded this, — but even in his service he had continu- 
ally to be present at prayers, dedications, and thanks- 
givings, and other similar services: hardly a day passed 
without his coming in contact with some external forms 
of religion, which it was impossible to avoid. Being 
present at these services, one of two things had to be 
done: either he had to pretend (which, with his truthful 
character he never could do) that he believed in that in 
which he did not believe, or, acknowledging all these 
external forms to be a lie, so to arrange his life as not to 
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be compelled to be present at what he considered to be 
a lie, 

But, in order to accomplish this apparently unimportant 
deed, very much had to be done: it was necessary to take 
up an unending struggle with all his close friends; it was 
necessary to change his position, to give up his service, 
and to sacrifice all his usefulness, which he now was con- 
vinced he brought people by his service, and hoped even 
to increase in the future. And in order to do this, it was 
necessary to be convinced of the justice of his views. Of 
this he was as firmly convinced as every cultivated man 
of our time must be of the justice of his sound reason, if 
he knows anything of history, and if he knows anything 
of the origin of religion in general, and of the origin and 
decay of the Church-Christian religion in particular. He 
could not help knowing that he was right in refusing to 
acknowledge the truth of the Church teachings. But, 
under the pressure of the conditions of life, he, a veracious 
man, permitted himself a small lie, which consisted in 
saying to himself that, in order to assert that the sense- 
lessness is senseless, it is necessary first to study that 
senselessness. This was a small lie, but it led him to 
that great lie, in which he now was stuck fast. 

In putting the question to himself whether that Ortho- 
doxy, in which he had been born and brought up, which 
was demanded of him by all those who surrounded him, 
and without which he could not continue his useful ac- 
tivity among men, was right, — he had already prejudged 
it. Therefore, in order to elucidate this question, hte did 
not take Voltaire, Schopenhauer, Spencer, Kant, but the 
philosophical works of Hegel, and the religious books of 
Vinet and Khomyakév, and he naturally found in them 
what he wanted: a semblance of acquiescence and justi- 
fication of that religious teaching in which he had been 
educated, which his reason had long rejected, but without 
which all his life was filled with annoyances, and by the 
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acceptance of which all these annoyances would at once 
be removed. 

He appropriated all those customary sophisms that the 
separate reason of man cannot comprehend truth, that 
truth is revealed only to the aggregate of humankind, that 
the only means for conceiving it is the revelation, that rev- 
elation is in the keeping of the church, and so forth. 
Since then he could calmly, without being conscious of 
the lie, be present at prayers and masses, take the sacra- 
ment, and cross himself before the images, and he could 
continue in his post, which gave him the consciousness of 
his utility and a consolation in his cheerless domestic 
life. He thought that he believed, and yet he was con- 
scious with all his being, even more than in anything 
else, that this faith was absolutely “not it.” And it was 
this that made his eyes look so melancholy. And it 
was this which caused him, at the sight of Nekhlytdov, 
whom he used to know when these lies had not taken 
possession of him, to recall the time when he was still 
different ; especially after he had hastened to hint to him 
about his religious views, he felt more than ever that all 
this was “not it,” and he was overcome by painful mel- 
ancholy. The same sensation took possession of Nekh- 
lyuidov, after the first impression of joy in seeing his old 
friend had passed. 

It was for this reason that, although they had promised 
to see each other, neither of them sought the meeting, and 
they never again met during Nekhlyvidov’s stay in St. 
Petersburg. 


XXIV. 


Upon leaving the Senate, Nekhlyudov walked down 
the sidewalk with the lawyer. The lawyer ordered his 
carriage to follow him, and began to tell Nekhlyudov the 
history of that director of a department of whose convic- 
tion the Senators had been talking, and who, instead of 
being condemned to hard labour, was to be appointed 
governor in Siberia. He told him the whole story, and 
all its nastiness, and also expatiated with especial pleasure 
on the story of the highly placed persons who had stolen 
the money which had been collected for the construction 
of the unfinished monument past which they had driven 
in the morning ; and of how the mistress of a certain man 
had made millions at the Exchange ; and of how one had 
sold and the other had bought a wife; then he began his 
narrative about the rascalities and all kinds of crimes of 
the higher officials of government, who were not confined 
in jails, but occupied president’s chairs in various institu- 
tions. These stories, of which the supply seemed to be 
inexhaustible, caused the lawyer much pleasure, since they 
gave evident proof of the fact that the means which he, 
the lawyer, employed to make money were quite lawful 
and innocent in comparison with the means employed for 
the same purpose by the highest functionaries at St. 
Petersburg. Therefore, the lawyer was very much sur- 
prised when Nekhlyuidov did not wait for the end of the 
last story about the crimes of the officials, but bade him 
good-bye and took a cab to drive him home. 

Nekhlytidov felt very sad. He was sad more especially 
because the Senate’s refusal confirmed the senseless torture 
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of innocent Mdslova, and because this refusal made more 
difficult his unchangeable determination to unite his fate 
with hers. This melancholy was increased by those terri- 
ble stories of the reigning evil, of which the lawyer had 
been telling him with such delight ; in addition to this, he 
continually thought of the grim, cold, repelling look of 
Selénin, whom he had known as a gentle, frank, and noble- 
minded man. 

When Nekhlyvidov returned home, the porter, with a 
certain contemptuous look, handed him a note which 
a certain woman, so he expressed himself, had written in 
the porter’s lodge. It was a note from Miss Shistov’s 
mother. She wroté that she had come to thank the bene- 
factor and saviour of her daughter, and, besides, to beg and 
implore him to call at their house, on the Vasflev Island, 
Fifth Avenue, Number so and so. This was very neces- 
sary for the sake of Vyéra Efrémovna. She said he need 
not be afraid of being annoyed by expressions of gratitude, 
that this would not even be mentioned, but that they would 
be very happy to see him. If he could, he should come 
the next morning. 

There was also another note from his former comrade, 
Aid-de-camp Bogatyrév, whom Nekhlytidov had asked to 
hand in person to the emperor the petition in the name 
of the sectarians. Bogatyrév wrote in his large, firm hand 
that he would hand the petition to the emperor, as he 
had promised, but that it had suddenly occurred to him 
that it would be well for Nekhlytidov to go and see the 
person on whom the matter depended, and to ask him to 
use his influence. 

After the impressions of the last few days in St. Peters- 
burg, Nekhlyvidov was in a state of complete hopelessness 
as regards the success of anything. His plans, which he 
had formed in Moscow, appeared to him like those youthful 
dreams, in which people are invariably disenchanted when 
they enter life. Still, while he was in St. Petersburg, he 
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regarded it as his duty to fulfil everything he had set out 
to do, and so he resolved to call on Bogatyrév, after which 
he would go and see the person on whom the affair of the 
sectarians depended. 

He drew the petition of the sectarians out of his port- 
folio and began to read it, when the lackey of Countess 
Ekaterina Ivdnovna knocked at the door and entered, in- 
viting him up-stairs to tea. 

Nekhlytidov said he would be there at once. Having 
put away his papers, he went to his aunt’s rooms. On 
his way up, he looked through the window into the street 
and saw the span of Mariette’s bays, and he suddenly felt 
unexpectedly happy, and wished to smile. 

Mariette, in a hat no longer black, but of some bright 
colour, and a many-coloured dress, was sitting with a cup 
in her hand near the countess’s armchair, and was chat- 
tering, beaming with her beautiful, smiling eyes. As 
Nekhlyvidov entered the room, Mariette had just finished 
telling something funny, something indecently funny, — 
this Nekhlytidov saw from the character of the laughter, 
— so that the good-natured, mustachioed Countess Eka- 
terina Ivanovna shook with her stout body, rolling from 
laughter, while Mariette, with a peculiarly mischievous 
expression, twisting her smiling mouth a little, and turn- 
ing her energetic and merry face to one side, looked silently 
at her interlocutor. 

Nekhlyvidov understood from the few words which he 
heard that they had been speaking about the second 
latest St. Petersburg news, — the episode of the Siberian 
governor, and that it was in this region that Mariette 
had said something so funny that the countess could not 
for a long time control herself. 

“You will kill me,” she said, coughing. 

Nekhlytidov greeted them and sat down near them. 
He was on the point of condemning Mariette for her 
frivolity, when she, noticing the serious and slightly 
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dissatisfied expression of his face, immediately changed, 
not only the expression of hers, but also her whole mood, 
in order that she might please him,— and this she had 
desired to do ever since she had met him. She suddenly 
grew serious, discontented with her life, seeking some- 
thing, and striving for something. She did not exactly 
simulate the mood Nekhlyudov was in, but actually 
appropriated it to herself, although she would not have 
been able to express in words what it consisted in. 

She asked him how he had succeeded in his affairs. 
He told her about his failure in the Senate and about his 
meeting with Selénin. 

« Ah, what a pure soul! Now this is really a chevalier 
sans peur et sans reproche. A pure soul,” both ladies used 
the invariable epithet under which Selénin was known in 
society. 

“What kind of a woman is his wife?” Nekhlytidov 
asked. 

“She? Well, I am not going to condemn her. But 
she does not understand him.” 

“Ts it possible he, too, was for denying the appeal ?” 
she asked, with sincere sympathy. “That is terrible, 
and I am very sorry for her!” she added, with a 
sigh. 

He frowned, and, wishing to change the subject, began 
to speak of Miss Shustov, who had been confined in the 
prison, and now was released by her intercession. He 
thanked her for her appeal to her husband and wanted 
to tell her how terrible it was to think that that woman 
and her whole family suffered only because nobody 
thought of them, but before he had a chance to finish 
saying what he wanted to say, she herself expressed her 
indignation. 

“Don’t tell me,” she said. “The moment my husband 
told me that she could be released, I was struck by that 
idea. Why was she kept, if she is innocent?” she 
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said, expressing Nekhlyvidov’s thought. “It is shocking, 
shocking !” 

Countess Ekaterina Ivdnovna saw that Mariette was 
coquetting with her nephew, and this amused her. “Do 
you know what?” she said, when they grew silent, “ come 
to-morrow to Aline’s house: Kiesewetter will be there. 
And you too,” she turned to Mariette. 

“Il vous a remarqué,” she said to her nephew. “He 
told me that everything you said—-I told him about it 
— was a good sign, and that you will certainly come to 
Christ. Go there by all means. Tell him, Mariette, 
to come, and come yourself.” 

“ Countess, in the first place, I have no right to advise 
the prince,” said Mariette, looking at Nekhlyiidov, and 
with this glance establishing between him and herself a 
full agreement in regard to the words of the countess and 
to evangelism in general, “and in the second place, I am 
not very fond, you know —” 

“You always do everything topsyturvy and in your 
own way.” 

“How so in my own way? I believe like the com- 
monest kind of a woman. And, in the third place,” she 
continued, “ I shall go to the French Theatre to-morrow.” 

“Ah! Have you seen that — well, what is her name?” 
said Countess Ekaterina Ivdénovna. 

Mariette helped her out with the name of a famous 
French actress. 

“Go there by all means, she is remarkable.” 

“Whom am I to see first, ma tante, the actress or the 
preacher?” said Nekhlytidov, smiling. 

“ Please, don’t catch me at words.” 

“T think, first the preacher and then the French actress, 
otherwise I shall lose all my interest in the sermon,” said 
Nekhlytidov. 

“No, you had better begin with the French Theatre, 
and then repent of your sins,” said Mariette. 
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“Don’t dare make fun of me! The preacher is one 
thing, and the theatre another. In order to be saved it 
is not necessary to make a face a yard long and weep all 
the time. One must believe, and then you are happy.” 

“ Ma tante, you preach better than any preacher.” 

“Do you know what,” said Mariette, thoughtfully, 
“come to-morrow to my opera-box.” 

“T am afraid I sha’n't be able —” 

The conversation was interrupted by the lackey’s 
announcement of a visitor. It was the secretary of a 
charitable institution, of which the countess was the 
president. 

“He is a dreadfully tiresome man. I had better receive 
him in there. And then I shall come out here again. 
Give him tea to drink, Mariette,” said the countess, walk- 
ing to the parlour, with her rapid, waddling gait. 

Mariette took off her glove and laid bare an energetic, 
sufficiently flat hand, with its ring-finger covered with 
rings. 

«Will you have a cup?” she said, taking hold of the 
silver teapot over the spirit-lamp, and strangely spreading 
out her little finger. 

Her face became serious and sad. 

“It is always terrible, terrible and painful, for me to 
think that people, whose opinion I value, should con- 
found me with the situation in which I am placed.” 

She looked as though ready to weep, as she was saying 
these words. Although, upon analysis, these words had 
either no sense at all, or only a very indefinite meaning, 
they seemed to Nekhlytidov to be of unusual depth, 
sincerity, and goodness,—for he was attracted by the 
glance of those sparkling eyes, which accompanied the 
words of the young, beautiful, and well-dressed woman. 

Nekhlytidov looked at her in silence, and could not 
tear his eyes away from her face. 

“You think that I do not understand you and every- 
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thing that takes place within you. That which you have 
done is known to all. C'est le secret de polichinelle. And 
I rejoice in it and approve of it.” 

« Really, there is nothing to rejoice in; I have done so 
little as yet.” 

«That makes no difference. I understand your feeling, 
and I understand her. Well, well, I sha’n’t speak of it,” 
she interrupted herself, noticing an expression of dissatis- 
faction on his face. “I also understand that, having seen 
all the suffering and all the horrors of the prisons,” said 
Mariette, who had but the one wish, to attract him, with 
her feminine feeling guessing all that might be important 
and dear to him, “you wish to succour all those people 
who suffer and suffer so terribly, so terribly from men, 
from indifference, from cruelty —I comprehend how one 
may give his life for it, and I myself should give up 
mine. But everybody has his lot —” 

« Are you dissatisfied with yours ?” 

“T?” she asked, as though startled by such a question. 
“T have to be satisfied, and I am. But there is a worm 
which awakens —” 

“You ought not to permit it to fall asleep. You must 
trust this voice,” said Nekhlyuidov, submitting completely 
to the deception. 

Afterward Nekhlyvidov often thought with shame of 
his whole conversation with her; he thought of her 
words, which were not so much false as simulating his 
own, and of her face, feigning humble attention, as she 
listened to his recital of the horrors of the prison and of 
his impressions of the country. 

When the countess returned, they were conversing, not 
only as old, but as intimate friends, like those who under- 
stand each other in a throng of men, who do not compre- 
hend them. 

They spoke of the injustice of the government, of 
the sufferings of the unfortunates, of the poverty of the 
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masses, but in reality their eyes, which watched each 
other through the sounds of the conversation, kept asking, 
“Can you love me?” and answered, “I can,” and the 
sexual feeling, assuming the most unexpected and joyous 
aspect, drew them one to the other. 

As she was leaving, she told him that she was always 
ready to serve him to the best of her ability, and asked him 
to be sure and come to see her in the theatre on the fol- 
lowing evening, at least for a moment, as she had to talk 
to him about one important matter. 

“ For when shall I see you again?” she added, with a 
sigh, carefully putting the glove on her ring-bedecked 
hand. “Say that you will come.” 

Nekhlytidov promised he would. 

During that night, Nekhlyvidov, being all alone in his 
room, lay down on his bed and put out the light. He 
could not sleep for a long time. Thinking of Maéslova, of 
the decree of the Senate, and yet of his determination to 
follow her, of bis renunciation of his rights to the land, 
there appeared suddenly before him, as though in reply to 
his questions, Mariette’s face, her sigh, and her glance, 
when she said, “ When shall I see you again?” and her 
smile; she appeared before him as clearly as though she 
were actually standing before him, and he smiled. “Am 
I doing well to go to Siberia? And shall I be doing 
well in giving up my wealth?” he asked himself. 

The answers to these questions on that clear St. Peters- 
burg night, which streamed in through the half-drawn 
blinds, were indistinct. Everything was mixed in his 
head. He called back his former mood, and thought of 
his former ideas, but they no longer had their former 
convincing power. 

“T have evoked all this in my imagination, and shall 
not be able to live according to it: I shall repent doing 
good,” he said to himself, and, not being able to answer 
these questions, he experienced such a feeling of pining 
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and despair as he had not experienced for a long time. 
Unable to find his way through the maze of these ques- 
tions, he fell into that heavy sleep which used to come 
over him after some great loss at cards. 


XXV. 


Upon awakening on the next morning, Nekhlytidov’s 
first feeling was that he had on the previous day com- 
mitted some villainy. He began to reflect: there was 
no villainy, no bad act, but there were thoughts, bad 
thoughts, which were that all his present intentions, his 
marrying Katyusha, his gift of the land to the peasants, 
that all this was an unrealizable dream, that he would 
not carry it to its conclusion, that it was all artificial, 
unnatural, and that he ought to live as he had been 
living. There was no bad act, but there was that which 
was much worse than a bad act: there were those 
thoughts from which spring all bad deeds. 

A bad act may not be repeated, and one may repent of 
it; but evil thoughts generate all evil deeds. 

A bad act only smooths out the path for another bad 
act; while bad thoughts irrepressibly drag one down that 
path. 

Having recalled in his imagination all the thoughts of 
the previous evening, Nekhlyvidov marvelled how it was 
he could have had any faith in them even for a moment. 
However new and difficult all that was which he in- 
tended to do, he knew that it was the only possible life 
for him, and that, however easy and natural it was for 
him to return to his former life, it would be his death. 
The temptation of the previous day now appeared to him 
analogous to the feeling of a man who has had a good 
sleep and still wishes, not to sleep, but to stay awhile in 
his bed, although he knows full well that it is time to 
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get up in order to attend to an important and joyful 
matter. 

On that day, the last of his sojourn in St. Petersburg, 
he went early in the morning to the Shiistovs, in the 
Vasilev Island. 

The lodgings of the Shuistovs were in the second story. 
Nekhlytidov, following the janitor’s indication, got to the 
back stairs, and mounted a straight, steep staircase, and 
walked straight into a hot, close kitchen, smelling of the 
cooking. 

An elderly woman with rolled-up sleeves, in an apron, 
and in glasses, was standing at the stove and mixing 
something in a steaming pan. 

“Whom do you wish?” she asked, sternly, looking 
above her glasses at the stranger. 

Nekhlyvidov had barely mentioned his name, when the 
woman’s face assumed a frightened and, at the same time, 
joyful expression. 

“Q prince!” cried the woman, drying her hands on 
her apron. 

“But why did you come by the back staircase? You 
are our benefactor. I am her mother. They had entirely 
ruined the girl, You are our saviour,” she said, grasping 
Nekhlyuidov’s hand and wishing to kiss it. 

“JT was at your house yesterday. My sister in partic- 
ular asked me to go. She is here. This way, this way, 
please follow me,” said Mother Shiustov, leading Nekhlyti- 
dov through a narrow door and a dark corridor, and on 
her way adjusting her tucked-up dress and her hair. 
“My sister is Kornflov, you have no doubt heard her 
name,” she added, in a whisper, stopping before the door. 
“She has been mixed up in political affairs. She is a 
very clever woman.” 

Having opened a door in the corridor, Mra. Shtistov led 
Nekhlytidov into a small room, where, in front of a table, 
on a small sofa, sat a short, plump girl, in a striped chintz 
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bodice, with waving blond hair, which encased her round 
and very pale face that resembled her mother’s. Opposite 
to her sat the bent form of a young man with black 
moustache and beard, wearing the national shirt with 
the embroidered collar. They were evidently both so 
absorbed in their conversation that they turned around 
only after Nekhlyvidov had entered through the door. 

“ Lida, Prince Nekhlyudov, the same — ” 

The pale girl sprang up nervously, putting back a lock 
of hair which had strayed from behind her ear, and 
timidly fixed her large gray eyes on the stranger. 

“So you are that dangerous woman for whom Vyéra 
Efrémovna has interceded,” said Nekhlytidov, smiling, and 
extending his hand to her. 

«Yes, I am that woman,” said Lidiya, and, opening 
wide her mouth, and thus displaying a row of beautiful 
white teeth, she smiled a kindly, childish smile. “It 
is aunty who was so anxious to see you. Aunty!” 
she called out through the door, in a sweet, tender 
voice. 

“Vyéra Efrémovna was very much aggrieved at your 
arrest,” said Nekhlytidov. 

«Sit down here, or better still, here,” said Lidiya, point- 
ing to a soft broken chair, from which the young man 
had just arisen. 

“My cousin, Zakhérov,” she said, noticing the glance 
which Nekhlytidov cast upon the young man. 

The young man, smiling as kindly a smile as Lidiya, 
greeted the guest, and, when Nekhlytidov sat down in 
his seat, took a chair from the window and sat down near 
him. From another door came a blond gymnasiast, about 
sixteen years of age, and silently sat down on the window- 


“Vyéra Efrémovna is a great friend of aunty’s, but I 
hardly know her,” said Lidiya. 
Just then a woman with a very sweet, intelligent face, 
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in a white waist, girded by a leather belt, came out from 
the adjoining room. 

“Good morning. Thank you for having come,” she 
began, the moment she had seated herself on the sofa 
near Lidiya. 

«Well, how is Vyéra? Have you seen her? How 
does she bear her situation?” 

“She does not complain,” said Nekhlytidov. “She 
says that she is in Olympian transport.” 

« Ah, Vyéra, I recognize her,” said the aunt, smiling, 
and shaking her head. “One must know her. She isa 
splendid personality. Everything for others, nothing for 
herself.” 

“That is so. She did not wish anything for herself, 
but was concerned only about your niece. She was tor- 
mented more especially because she had been arrested 
without cause.” 

“That is so,” said the aunt, “it is a terrible affair! 
She has really suffered in my stead.” 

“Not at all, aunty,” said Lidiya. “I should have 
taken the papers even without you.” 

“Permit me to know better,” continued the aunt. 
“You see,” she continued, turning to Nekhlytdov, 
“everything began from a certain person’s request that 
I should keep his papers for awhile. As I had no sepa- 
rate quarters, I took them to her. They made a raid on 
her that night, and took both the papers and her. They 
kept her all this time, and wanted her to tell from whom 
she had received them.” 

“But I did not tell,” Lidiya said rapidly, nervously 
twirling a lock of hair which was not at all in her way. 

“TI do not say you did,” her aunt retorted. 

“Tf they did take Miftin, it was not through my fault,” 
said Lidiya, blushing, and restlessly looking about her. 

“Do not even speak about it, Lfdochka,” said her 
mother. 
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“Let me tell about it,” said Lidiya, no longer smiling, 
but blushing, and no longer adjusting her lock, but curl- 
ing it about her finger, and looking all the time about 
her. 

«You know what happened yesterday when you began 
to talk of it.” 

“Not at all—Jlet me alone, mamma. I did not say 
anything, but only kept silent. When he questioned me 
twice about aunty and about Mitin, I said nothing, and 
informed him that I should not answer his questions. 
Then that — Petrév — ” 

« Petrév is a spy, 8 gendarme, and a great scoundrel,” 
interposed the aunt, explaining her niece’s words to 
Nekhlytidov. 

“ Then he,” continued Lidiya, in an agitated and hurried 
manner, “ began to persuade me. ‘All you will tell me, 
he said, ‘will hurt nobody; on the contrary, by telling 
the truth, you will only free some innocent people whom 
we are tormenting for nothing.’ I still insisted that I 
would not tell. Then he said: ‘ Very well, say nothing, 
only do not deny what I am going to say.’ And he 
mentioned Mitin.” 

“Don’t talk,” said her aunt. 

“O aunt, don’t interrupt me—” and she kept pulling 
her lock, and looking all around her, “and suddenly, 
imagine, on the following day I was informed by knocks 
at the wall that Mitin had been arrested. Well, thought 
I, I have betrayed him. And that began to torment me 
so that I almost went insane.” 

“ And then it turned out that it was not at all through 
you that he was arrested,” said the aunt. 

“But I did not know it. I thought I had betrayed 
him. I kept walking from wall to wall, and I could not 
keep from thinking. I thought I had betrayed him. I 
lay down, covered myself, and I heard somebody whisper- 
ing into my ear, ‘You have betrayed, you have betrayed 
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Mitin, you have betrayed him.’ I knew it was a hallu- 
cination, but I could not keep from listening. I wanted 
to fall asleep, and I could not. I wanted to keep from 
thinking, and I could not. It was so terrible!” said 
Lidiya, becoming more and more agitated, winding her 
lock around her finger, again unwinding it, and looking 
all around her. 

“ Lidochka, calm yourself,” repeated her mother, putting 
her hand on her shoulder. 

But Lidiya could no longer stop. “It is terrible 
because —” she began to say, but she burst into sobs, 
without finishing her words, jumped up from the sofa, 
and, catching her dress in a chair, ran out of the room. 
Her mother went out after her. 

“These scoundrels ought to be hanged,” said the gym- 
nasiast, who was sitting on the window. 

“What have you to say?” asked his aunt. 

“Qh, nothing— I was just taiking,” replied the 
gymnasiast, picking up a cigarette, which was lying on 
the table, and lighting it. 


XXVI. 


“Yrs, for young people this solitary confinement is 
terrible,” said the aunt, shaking her head, and also light- 
ing a cigarette. 

“T think, for everybody,” said Nekhlyvidov. 

“No, not for all,” replied the aunt. “For real revolu- 
tionists, so I was told, it is a rest, a relief. These illegal 
people live in eternal turmoil and material want and fear 
for themselves, for others, and for the cause; and when, 
at last, they are arrested, all is ended, and they are re- 
lieved of all responsibility: all they have to do is to sit 
and rest themselves. I have been told that they really 
experience joy when they are arrested. But for young 
innocent people, — they always take innocent people, like 
Lidochka, first,—for these the first shock is terrible. 
Not because you are deprived of liberty, because they 
treat you rudely, feed you badly, and because the air is 
bad, — in general, all the privations are nothing. If even 
there were three times as many privations, they could 
all be borne easily, if it were not for that moral shock 
which one experiences when arrested for the first time.” 

“ Have you experienced it ?” 

«TI? I have been confined twice,” said the aunt, smil- 
ing a sad, pleasant smile. “When I was arrested the 
first time—-and it was for no cause whatsoever,” con- 
tinued she — “I was twenty-two years old. I had a baby, 
and I was with child. However hard my loss of liberty 
was, and my separation from my child and my husband, 
all that was nothing in comparison with what I felt when 
I saw that I ceased to be man, and became a thing. I 
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wanted to bid my child good-bye, and I was told to hurry 
to take my seat in a cab. I asked them whither they 
were taking me, and I was told I should find out when 
I got there. I asked them what it was I was accused of, 
and I received no reply. When I was undressed after the 
inquest and a prison garb was put on me, I was given 
a number and taken to a vaulted room, and a door was 
opened, and I was pushed in, and the door was locked 
after me, and they went away, and only a sentry was left, 
who with his gun walked silently up and down, and now 
and then peeped through the crack in my door,—a 
terribly heavy sensation overcame me. I was particularly 
struck at the inquest by the fact that the officer of the 
gendarmes offered me a cigarette. Evidently he knew 
that people like to smoke; he consequently knew that 
people like liberty and light; he knew that mothers loved 
their children, and children their mothers; how, then, 
could they have pitilessly torn me away from everything 
which was dear to me, and have me locked up like a wild 
beast? One cannot bear this without results. If one 
has believed in God and men, and that people love each 
othe: he will after that cease believing. I have quit be- 
lieving in men ever since that time, and have become 
furious,” she concluded, and smiled. 

The mother entered through the door, through which 
Lidiya had left, and announced that Lidiya would not 
come in, as she was all unnerved. 

“Why should they ruin a young life? It pains me 
more especially,” said the aunt, “since I am the involun- 
tary cause of it.” 

“With God’s aid she will improve in the country,” said 
the mother. “We shall send her out to father.” 

“ Yes, if it had not been for you, she would have been en- 
tirely ruined,” said the aunt. “Thank you. But I wanted 
to see you to ask you to give a letter to Vyéra Efrémovna,” 
she said, drawing a letter out of her pocket. “The letter 
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is not sealed. You may read it and tear it up, or trans- 
mit it to her, whichever you will find more in conformity 
with your convictions,” she said. “There is nothing of a 
compromising character in the letter.” 

Nekhlytidov took the letter, and, promising to transmit 
it to her, rose, and, bidding them good-bye, went out into 
the street. 

He sealed the letter without reading it, and decided to 
transmit it to its destination. 


XXVIL 


THE last affair which kept Nekhlytidov at St. Petersburg 
was the case of the sectarians, whose petition he intended 
to hand in to the Tsar through his former comrade in the 
army, Aid-de-camp Bogatyrév. He went to see him in 
the morning, and found him at home at breakfast, though 
on the point of leaving. Bogatyrév was short and stocky, 
endowed with unusual physical strength, — he could bend 
horseshoes, — a kindly, honest, straightforward, and even 
liberal man. In spite of these qualities, he was an 
intimate at court, and loved the Tsar and his family, 
and, in some admirable manner, knew, while living in 
that highest circle, how to see only its good side, and not 
to take part in anything bad and dishonest. He never 
condemned men, nor measures, but either kept silent, or 
spoke in a bold, loud voice, as though shouting, whatever 
he had to say, frequently bursting into just as loud 
laughter. He did this, not for diplomatic reasons, but 
because such was his character. 

“ Now this is charming that you have come. Do you 
not want to breakfast with me? Sit down. Superb 
beefsteak! I always begin and end with substantial 
things. Ha, ha, ha! Come, have a glass of wine. I 
have been thinking of you. I shall hand in the petition. 
I shall put it into his hands; only it has occurred to me 
that it would be better for you first to see Topordév.” 

Nekhlytidov frowned at the mention of Topordv. 

“ All this depends upon him. They will ask his opinion 
in any case. And maybe he himself will satisfy you.” 

“Tf you so advise, I shall go to see him.” 
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“Very well. Well, how does St. Petersburg affect 
you?” shouted Bogatyrév. “Tell me, eh?” 

“TI feel that I am becoming hypnotized,” said Nekh- 
lyvidov. 

“You are becoming hypnotized?” repeated Bogatyrév, 
laughing out loud. “If you don’t want to, all right.” 
He wiped his mouth with a napkin. “So you will go to 
see him? Ah? If he will not do it for you, let me have 
it, and I shall hand it in to-morrow,” he exclaimed, rising 
from the table, and, crossing himself with a broad sign of 
the cross, apparently as unconsciously as he had wiped 
his mouth, he began to gird on his sword. “ Now good- 
bye, I must be off.” 

“We shall go out together,” said Nekhlytidov, delighted 
to press Bogatyrév’s strong, broad hand, and parting from 
him at the steps of his house, with the pleasant feeling of 
something healthy, unconscious, fresh. 

Although he did not expect anything good to come 
from his visit, he took Bogatyrév’s advice and went to see 
Topordév, the person on whom the case of the sectarians 
depended. 

The post which Topordv occupied, by its very constitu- 
tion, formed an internal contradiction, to which only a 
man who was dull and deprived of all moral sense could 
be blind. Topordv was possessed of both these negative 
qualities. The contradiction contained in the post held 
by him consisted in the fact that its purpose was to 
maintain and defend ‘by external means, not excluding 
violence, that church which, by its definition, had been 
established by God Himself and could not be shaken either 
by the fiends of hell or by any human efforts. It was this 
divine and imperturbable godly institution that the human 
institution, over which Toporév and his officials presided, 
had to support and defend. 

Toporév did not see this contradiction, or did not wish 
to see it, and therefore he was seriously concerned lest 
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some Roman Catholic priest, or Protestant preacher, or 
sectarian destroy the Church which the gates of hell 
could not vanquish. Topordv, like all people deprived of 
the fundamental religious sense, and of the consciousness 
of the equality and brotherhood of men, was firmly con- 
vinced that the people consisted of creatures who were 
quite different from himself, and that the people were in 
dire need of that without which he himself could very 
well get along. In the depth of his soul, he believed in 
nothing, and he found such a condition very convenient 
and agreeable; but he was in fear lest the people come to 
the same state, and so he considered it his sacred duty, as 
he said, to save the people from it. 

Just as it says in a certain cook-book that lobsters like 
to be boiled alive, so he was firmly convinced, by no means 
in a metaphorical sense, as it is to be taken in the cook- 
book, but in the direct sense, — and so he expressed him- 
self, — that the people like to be superstitious. 

He stood in the same relation to the religion which he 
was supporting that the poultry-keeper occupies in regard 
to carrion with which he feeds his chickens: the carrion 
is a very disagreeable business, but the chickens like to 
eat it, and so they must be fed on it. 

Of course, all these miracle-working images of fiver, 
Kazén, and Smolénsk are a very rude idolatry, but the 
people believe in it and like it, and so these superstitions 
must be maintained. Thus thought Topordv, forgetting 
to reflect that the reason he thought the people liked the 
superstitions was because there have always been such 
cruel men as he, Topordév, was, who, having themselves 
become enlightened, used their light not for that for which 
they ought to use it,— to succour the people emerging 
from the darkness of ignorance,— but only to confirm 
them still more in it. 

As Nekhlytvidov entered the waiting-room, Toporédv was 
conversing in his cabinet with an abbess, a lively aristo- 
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crat, who was spreading and supporting Orthodoxy in the 
western country amidst the Uniates, who had been by 
force driven into the folds of the Orthodox Church. 

An official on special missions, who was in the waiting- 
room, asked Nekhlytidov about his business, and, having 
discovered that Nekhlytidov had made up his mind to 
hand in the petition of the sectarians to the emperor, 
asked him whether he could not let him have the petition 
to read it over. Nekhlytidov gave it to him, and the official 
went with it into the cabinet. The abbess, in cowl, wavy 
veil, and trailing black skirt, having folded her white 
hands with their clean nails, in which she held a topaz 
rosary, came out of the cabinet, and directed her steps to 
the entrance. Nekhlytidov was not asked in yet. Topordév 
was reading the petition and shaking his head. He was 
unpleasantly surprised, as he read the clearly and strongly 
formulated petition. 

«Tf it gets into the hands of the emperor, it might give 
rise to unpleasant questions and misunderstandings,” 
he thought, as he finished the petition. The trouble was 
that the Christians who had departed from Orthodoxy 
had been reprimanded and then tried before a court of 
justice, but the court had acquitted them. Then the 
bishop and the governor decided, on account of the ille- 
gality of their marriages, to deport the men, women, and 
children to different places. What these fathers and 
wives asked was that they should not be separated. 
Toporév thought of the first time the case had come to 
his notice. He had then wavered whether he had better 
not quash the case. But there could be no harm in con- 
firming the decree of scattering the various members of 
the peasant families; their sojourn in the same places 
might have bad consequences on the rest of the population 
in the sense of their defection from Orthodoxy ; besides, 
it showed the zeal of the bishop, and so he let the case 
take the course which had been given to it. 
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But now, with such a defender as Nekhlytidov, who 
had connections in St. Petersburg, the affair might be 
brought to the emperor’s particular attention, as something 
cruel, or it might get into the foreign newspapers, and so 
he at once took an extraordinary stand. 

“Good morning,” he said, with the look of a very busy 
man, meeting Nekhlytidov while standing, and immedi- 
ately passing over to the affair. 

“TI know this affair. The moment I looked at the 
names, I recalled that unfortunate matter,” he said, taking 
the petition into his hands, and showing it to Nekhlyudov. 
“Tam very grateful to you for reminding me of it. The 
governmental authorities have been a little too zealous — ” 

Nekhlytidov was silent, looking with an evil feeling at 
the motionless mask of the pale face. 

“T will order this measure to be withdrawn, and these 
people to be restored to their places of abode.” 

“So I do not need to attend any further to the pe- 
tition ?” asked Nekhlytidov. 

“Certainly not. J promise you this,” he said, with 
especial emphasis on the word “JI,” being evidently 
quite convinced that his honesty, his word, were the 
best guarantee. “I shall write at once. Please be 
seated.” 

He went up to the table and began to write. Nekh- 
lyvidov did not sit down, but looked down upon that nar- 
row, bald skull, and upon his hand with its large blue 
veins, which was rapidly moving the pen, and wondered 
why he was doing it, and why a man, who seemed to be 
so indifferent to everything, did this thing with so much 
apparent anxiety. Why —? 

“ So here it is,” said Topordév, sealing the envelope. “ You 
may inform your clients of it,” he added, compressing his 
lips into a semblance of a smile. 

“For what, then, have those people been suffering ?” 
Nekhlytidov said, accepting the envelope. 
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Toporév raised his head and smiled, as though Nekh- 
lytidov’s question afforded him pleasure. 

“That I am unable to tell you. I can only tell you 
that the interests of the people, over which we watch, are 
so important that superfluous zeal in matters of faith 
are not so terrible and dangerous as the superfluous 
indifference to them, which is now spreading.” . 

«But how, in the name of religion, are the first 
demands of goodness violated, and families broken 
u ? 93 

* Topordv was still smiling in the same condescending 
way, as though finding Nekhlytidov’s remarks very 
charming. Whatever Nekhlytidov might have said, 
Toporév would have found charming and one-sided from 
the height of that broad consideration of state, on which, 
he thought, he stood. 

“From the standpoint of a private individual that may 
seem so,” he said, “ but from the point of view of state it 
appears somewhat differently. My regards to you,” said 
Toporév, bending his head and extending his hand. 

Nekhlytidov pressed it, and silently and hurriedly went 
away, regretting the fact that he had pressed his hand. 

“The interests of the people,’ he repeated Topordév’s 
words. “Your interests, only yours,” he thought, upon 
leaving Topordv. 

He mentally ran through the list of persons against 
whom was exercised the activity of the institutions that 
reéstablish justice, support faith, and educate the people, — 
the woman who was punished for the illegal sale of 
liquor, and the young fellow for stealing, and the vagrant 
for tramping, and the incendiary for arson, and the 
banker for robbery, and also unfortunate Lfdiya, simply 
because it might have been possible to obtain the neces- 
sary information from her, and the sectarians for violating 
Orthodoxy, and Gurévich for wishing a constitution, — 
and Nekhlytidov was suddenly struck with unusual force 
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by the thought that all these people had been arrested, 
confined, and deported, not because they had all violated 
justice, or committed lawlessness, but only because they 
interfered with the officials and rich people in their 
possession of the wealth which they were amassing from 
the people. 

They were interfered with equally by the woman 
who was trafficking without a license, and by the thief who 
was tramping through the city, and by Lidiya with her 
proclamations, and by the sectarians who were breaking 
down superstition, and by Gurévich with his constitution. 
And therefore it seemed quite clear to Nekhlyudov that 
all these officials —— beginning with his aunt’s husband, 
the Senators, and Topordv, and coming down to all those 
petty, clean, and correct gentlemen, who were sitting at 
the tables in the various ministries —— were not in the 
least concerned about the suffering of the innocent people 
under such an order of things, but about the removal of 
all the dangerous elements. 

So that not only was the rule neglected which enjoins 
that ten guilty men be pardoned lest one innocent man 
suffer, but, on the contrary, just as it is necessary to cut 
out the healthy part together with the decay, in order to 
remove the latter, so they removed ten innocent people 
by means of punishments, in order to get rid of one guilty 
person. 

Such an explanation of all that was taking place seemed 
so very simple and clear to Nekhlyudov, but it was this 
Same simplicity and clearness which made him hesitate 
in accepting it. It seemed hardly possible that such a 
complicated phenomenon should have such a simple and 
terrible explanation ; it could not be that all these words 
about justice, goodness, laws, faith, God, and so on, should 
be nothing but words, and should shroud the coarsest 
selfishness and cruelty. | 


XXVITI. 


NEKHLYODOV would have left that very evening, but 
he had promised Mariette to come to see her in the 
theatre, and, although he knew that he ought not to do 
it, he nevertheless compromised with his soul and went, 
considering himself bound by his word. 

«Can I withstand this temptation?” he thought, not 
quite sincerely. “I shall see for the last time.” 

Having put on his dress coat, he arrived during the 
second act of the eternal “Dame aux camélias,” in which 
the visiting actress showed in a new fashion how con- 
sumptive women die. 

The theatre was filled. Mariette’s box was at once 
pointed out to Nekhlyudov, with due respect to the 
person who was asking for it. 

In the corridor stood a liveried lackey. He bowed 
as to an acquaintance and opened the door. 

All the rows of the boxes opposite, with the figures 
sitting there and standing behind them, and the near-by 
backs and the gray, half-gray, bald, and pomaded, fixed-up 
heads of those who were sitting in the orchestra circle, — 
all the spectators centred their attention on the lean, 
bony actress who, dressed up in silk and laces, was con- 
torting herself and declaiming a monologue in an un- 
natural voice. Somebody was hissing as the door was 
being opened, and two streams of warm and cold air 
passed over Nekhlytidov’s face. 

In the box were Mariette and a strange lady in a red 
wrap and a large, massive coiffure, and two men: a general, 
Mariette’s husband, a handsome, tall man, with a severe, 
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impenetrable, hook-nosed face and a broad, military chest, 
padded with cotton and starched linen, and a light-com- 
plexioned, bald man, with a clean-shaven, dimpled chin 
between majestic side-whiskers. Mariette, graceful, slen- 
der, elegant, décolleté, with her strong muscular shoulders, 
slanting from the neck, at the juncture of which with the 
shoulders there was a black birthmark, immediately turned 
around, and, indicating a seat behind her to Nekhlytidov 
with her fan, smiled to him approvingly, gratefully, and, 
as he thought, significantly. Her husband calmly looked 
at Nekhlytidov, as he always did, and bent his head. One 
could see in him, in the glance which he exchanged with 
his wife, the master, the owner of his beautiful wife. 

When the monologue was finished, the theatre shook 
with applause. 

Mariette arose and, holding her rustling silk skirt, 
went to the back of the box and introduced her husband 
to Nekhlytidov. 

The general kept smiling with his eyes, and, saying 
that he was very glad, grew impenetrably sileni. 

“T must leave to-day, but I promised you,” said Nekh- 
lyuidov, turning to Mariette. 

“Tf you do not wish to see me, you will see a remark- 
able actress,” said Mariette, replying to the meaning of 
his words. “Was she not fine in the last scene?” she 
addressed her husband. 

Her husband bent his head. 

“This does not affect me,” said Nekhlytidov. “I have 
seen sO many real miseries to-day that —” 

“Sit down and tell me about them.” 

Her husband listened, and ironically smiled ever more 
with his eyes. 

“T called on the woman who has been released, and 
who has been confined so long: she is a crushed being.” 

“ This is the woman of whom I told you,” Mariette said 
to her husband. | 
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“T was very glad that it was possible to release her,” 
he said, calmly, shaking his head and smiling quite ironic- 
ally under his moustache, as Nekhlytidov thought. “I 
shall go out to have a smoke.” 

Nekhlytidov sat in expectation that Mariette would 
tell him that important thing of which she had spoken, 
but she said nothing and did not even try to say any- 
thing, but only jested and talked about the play which, 
so she thought, ought to interest him very much. 

Nekhlytidov saw that she had nothing to tell him, but 
that she only wished to appear before him in all the 
splendour of her evening toilet, with her shoulders and 
birthmark, and he felt both pleased and annoyed. 

All that covering of charm, which lay over everything 
before, was now, as far as Nekhlytidov was concerned, 
taken away, and he also saw what there was beneath that 
covering. He admired Mariette as he looked at her, but 
he knew that she was a liar, who was living with a man 
who was making his career by the tears and lives of 
hundreds and hundreds of people, while all this was a 
matter of indifference to her, and that everything she had 
said the day before was an untruth, and that she wanted, 
he did not know why, nor did she, that he should fall in 
love with her. He was both attracted and repelled by 
her. He made several attempts to leave, and picked up 
his hat, and again remained. 

But finally, when her husband returned to the box, 
with the odour of tobacco on his thick moustache, and 
cast a condescendingly contemptuous look at Nekhlyii- 
dov, as though not recognizing him, Nekhlytidov left for 
the corridor, before even the door was closed, and, having 
found his overcoat, went away from the theatre. 

On his way home along the Névski Prospect, he in- 
voluntarily noticed in front of him a tall, very well built, 
and provokingly dressed woman, who was slowly walking 
over the asphalt of the broad sidewalk; both in her 


RESURRECTION 443 


face and in her whole figure could be seen the conscious- 
ness of her evil power. All the people who met her or 
came abreast with her surveyed her form. Her face, no 
doubt painted, was handsome, and the woman smiled at 
Nekhlyudov, sparkling her eyes at him. Strange to say, 
Nekhlytidov at once thought of Mariette, because he ex- 
perienced the same sensation of attraction and repulsion 
which he had experienced in the theatre. 

Walking hurriedly past her, Nekhlytidov turned into 
the Morskdya Street, and, upon reaching the shore, began, 
to the surprise of the policeman, to stroll up and 
down. 

« Just so she smiled at me in the theatre, as I entered,” 
he thought, “and the same meaning was in that smile as 
in this. The only difference is that this one says simply 
and directly, ‘If you need me, take me! If not, pass on.’ 
While the other pretends not to be thinking of it, but to 
live by some higher, refined sentiments, whereas there is 
no difference in fact. This one, at least, is telling the 
truth ; the other one lies. 

“ More than that: this one is driven to her condition by 
necessity ; while the other one plays and dallies with that 
beautiful, repulsive, terrible passion. This street-walker 
is malodorous, dirty water which is offered to those whose 
thirst is greater than their disgust ; the one in the thea- 
tre is poison which imperceptibly poisons that into which 
it falls.” 

Nekhlytidov thought of his connection with the mar- 
shal’s wife, and disgraceful memories burst upon him. 
“ Disgusting is the animality of .the beast in man,” he 
thought, “but when that beast in man is in its pure 
form, you survey it from the height of your spiritual life 
and despise it; whether you have fallen or not, you 
remain what you have been; but when this animal is 
concealed beneath a quasi-sthetic, poetical film and 
demands worship, then you become all rap} in it, and, 
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worshipping the animal, no longer distinguish right from 
wrong. Then it is terrible.” 

Nekhlytidov saw this now as clearly as he saw the pal- 
aces, the sentries, the fortress, the river, the boats, the 
Exchange. And as there was no soothing, restful dark- 
ness upon earth in that night, but an indistinct, cheerless, 
unnatural light without its source, even thus there was 
no longer a restful darkness of ignorance in Nekhlyudov’s 
soul. 

Everything was clear. It was clear that that which is 
considered important and good is bad and detestable, and 
that all that luxury and splendour conceal old, habitual 
crimes, which not only go without being punished, but 
are triumphant and adorned with all the charm which 
people are able to imvent. 

Nekhlytidov wanted to forget this, not to see it, but he 
no longer could keep from seeing it. Although he did 
not see the source of the light which revealed all this to 
him, and although this light appeared to him indistinct, 
cheerless, and unnatural, he could not help seeing that 
which was revealed to him in this light, and he had at 
the same time a joyous and a perturbed sensation. 


XXIX. 


UPON arriving at Moscow, Nekhlytidov first of all drove 
to the prison hospital to give Mdslova the sad news of 
the Senate’s confirmation of the verdict of the court, and to 
tell her that she must prepare herself for the journey 
to Siberia. He had little hope in the appeal to his Maj- 
esty, which the lawyer had composed for him, and which 
he now took to the prison to have signed by Maslova. 
Strange to say, he did not desire any success now. He 
had accustomed himself to the thought of journeying to 
Siberia, and of living among deportéd and hard labour 
criminals, and he found it hard to imagine how he should 
arrange his life and that of Maslova, if she were ac- 
quitted. He recalled the words of the American author, 
Thoreau, who had said, at the time when there was slavery 
in America, that the only place which was proper for an 
honest man in a country where slavery is legalized and 
protected was the jail. Even thus Nekhlyudov thought, 
particularly after his visit to St. Petersburg, and after all 
he had learned there. 

“Yes, the only proper place for an honest man in 
Russia at the present time is the jail!” he thought. He 
had this direct sensation, as he now approached the 
prison and entered within its walls. 

The porter in the hospital, recognizing Nekhlyudov, at 
once informed him that Maslova no longer was there. 

“ Where is she, then?” 

“ Again in the prison.” 

“Why has she been transferred?” asked Nekhlyudov. 
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“They are such a lot, your Serenity,” said the porter, 
smiling contemptuously. “She started an intrigue with 
the assistant, so the senior doctor sent her back.” 

Nekhlytidov had not imagined that Maslova and her 
spiritual condition could be so near to him. The news 
stunned him. He experienced a sensation akin to the 
feeling which overcomes one when suddenly informed of 
some great misfortune. He felt a severe pain. The first 
sensation which he experienced upon hearing the news 
was that of shame. First of all, he appeared ridiculous 
to himself with his joyful expectation of her changing 
spiritual condition. All those words about not wishing 
to receive his sacrifice, and the reproaches, and tears, — 
all this, he thought, was only the cunning of a corrupt 
woman wishing to make the best possible use of him. It 
now seemed to him that at his last visit he had noticed 
the symptoms of that incorrigibility which had now 
become apparent. All that flashed through his mind as 
he instinctively put on his hat and left the hospital. 

“ But what am I todo now?” he asked himself. “Am 
I bound to her? Am I not freed by this very deed of 
hers ?’” he asked himself. 

The moment he put this question to himself, he imme- 
diately saw that, considering himself free and abandoning 
her, he would not be punishing her, as he wished to do, 
but himself, and he felt terribly. 

“No, that which has happened cannot change, it can 
only confirm me in my determination. Let her do what 
results from her spiritual condition, — even her intrigues 
with the assistant are her own affair. My business is to 
do that which my conscience demands of me,” he said 
to himself. “My conscience demands the sacrifice of my 
liberty for the expiation of my sin, and my determination 
to marry her, even though in fictitious marriage, and to 
follow her whither she may be sent, remains unchanged,” 
he said to himself, with evil stubbornness. Upon leaving 
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the hospital, he went with determined steps toward the 
large gate of the prison. 

At the gate he asked the officer of the day to tell the 
superintendent that he wished to see Mdslova. The offi- 
cer of the day knew Nekhlytidov, and, being an acquaint- 
ance, he informed him of an important piece of prison 
news. ‘The captain had asked his discharge, and in his 
place was now another, a severe chief. 

« There are terrible severities practised here now,” said 
the warden. “He is here now, and will be informed at 
once.” 

The superintendent was really in the prison, and soon 
came out to Nekhlyudov. The new superintendent was 
a tall, bony man, with protruding cheek-bones, very slow 
in his movements, and gloomy. 

“Interviews are granted only on stated days in the 
visiting-room,” he said, without looking at Nekhlyvidov. 

“But I have to give her a petition to his Majesty to 
sign.” 

“You can give it to me.” 

“T have to see the prisoner myself. I have been 
granted the permission before.” 

“That was before,” said the superintendent, looking 
cursorily at Nekhlyuidov. 

“T have a permit from the governor,” Nekhlyudov in- 
sisted, taking out his pocketbook. 

“Let me see it,” the superintendent kept saying, with- 
out looking at his eyes. He took the paper, which Nekh- 
lyvidov handed to him, with his dry white fingers, with 
a gold ring on one of them, and read it slowly. 

“ Please step into the office,” he said. 

This time there was nobody in the office. The super- 
intendent sat down at the table, rummaging through the 
papers that were lying upon it, apparently intending to be 
present at the interview. 

When Nekhlytidov asked him whether he could not 
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see the political prisoner, Miss Bogodtikhovski, the super- 
intendent curtly replied that it was impossible. “There 
are no interviews granted with political prisoners,” he 
said, again burying himself in the reading of the papers. 
Having a letter to Miss Bogodvikhovski in his pocket, 
Nekhlytidov felt himself to be in the attitude of a guilty 
person whose plans were discovered and destroyed. 

When Maslova entered the office, the superintendent 
lifted his head and, without looking at either Méslova or 
Nekhlytidov, said, “You may!” and continued to busy 
himself with his documents. 

Maslova was dressed as before, in a white bodice, skirt, 
and kerchief. Upon approaching Nekhlytidov and seeing 
his cold, unfriendly face, she grew red in her face and, 
fingering the edge of her bodice, lowered her eyes. 

Her embarrassment was to Nekhlytidov a confirmation 
of the words of the hospital porter. 

Nekhlytidov wanted to address her as at the previous 
meeting ; but he could not, however much he wished it, 
give her his hand, because she was so repulsive to 
him. 

“TI have brought you bad news,” he said, in an even 
voice, without looking at her, or giving her his hand. 
“ The Senate has refused the appeal.” 

“TI knew it,” she said, in a strange voice, as though 
choking. 

At any former time Nekhlytidov would have asked 
how it was she knew; but now he only glanced at her. 
Her eyes were full of tears. 

But this did not appease him; on the contrary, it only 
provoked him still more against her. 

The superintendent arose, and began to walk up and 
down in the room. 

In spite of the disgust which Nekhlytidov now felt for 
Maslova, he felt that he must express his regret to her 
for the Senate's refusal. 
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“Do not lose your courage,” he said, “the petition to 
his Majesty may be successful, and I hope that —” 

«“T am not concerned about it,” she said, pitifully 
looking at him with her moist and squinting eyes. 

« About what, then ?” 

“You were in the hospital, and, no doubt, they told 

ou cane 39 

ae That is your affair,” coldly said Nekhlytidov, frowning. 
The dormant cruel feeling of offended pride arose in him 
with renewed vigour, the moment she mentioned the 
hospitaL “He, a man of the world, whom any girl of 
the highest circle would consider herself lucky to marty, 
had proposed to this woman to become her husband, and 
she could not wait, but had to begin intrigues with the 
assistant,” he thought, looking hatefully at her. 

“You sign this petition,” he said, and, getting a large 
envelope out of his pocket, he laid it out on the table. 
She wiped her tears with the end of her kerchief, and sat 
down at the table, asking him where and what to write. 

He showed her where and what to write, and she sat 
down, adjusting the sleeve of her nght arm with her left 
hand ; he stood over her and silently looked at her bend- 
ing back, which now and then was convulsed from 
repressed sobs, and in his soul struggled the feelings of 
evil and of good: of offended pride and pity for her 
suffering, and the latter feeling came out victorious. 

He did not remember what happened first, whether his 
heart felt pity for her, or whether he first thought of 
himself, his sins, his own villainy in that of which he 
accused her. But he suddenly became conscious both 
of his guilt and of his pity for her. 

Having signed the petition and wiped her soiled finger 
on her skirt, she arose and looked at him. 

“ Whatever may be the issue of this, nothing will change 
my determination,” said Nekhlyvidov. The thought of 
his forgiving her intensified in him the feeling of pity and 
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tenderness, and he wished to console her. “I will do 
what I have told you I would. I shall be with you, 
wherever you may be.” 

“In vain,” she interrupted him, and all beamed with 

oy. 
‘ Think of what you need for your journey.” 

“T think, nothing special. Thank you.” 

The superintendent walked over to them, but Nekhlyt- 
dov did not wait for him to make any remarks and bade 
her good-bye. He went out, experiencing an entirely new 
sensation of quiet joy, calm, and love forall men. Nekh- 
lyudov was rejoiced to find himself elevated to such an 
unaccustomed height where no acts of Maslova’s could 
change his love for her. Let her have intrigues with the 
assistant, — that was her business, but he loved her not 
for his own sake, but for hers and God’s. 

The intrigues with the assistant, for which Maslova 
had been expelled from the hospital, and in the existence 
of which Nekhlytidov believed, consisted in this: at the 
request of the female assistant, she went to the apothecary- 
room, which was at the end of the corridor, to get some 
pectoral tea; there she found an assistant, Ustinov by 
name, a tall fellow with a blistered face, who had long 
been annoying her with his attentions; in trying to escape 
from him, she pushed him so hard that he struck against 
a shelf, from which two bottles fell down and broke. 

The senior doctor, who happened to pass along the 
corridor, heard the sound of broken glass and called out 
angrily at Mdéslova, who was running out, with her face 
all red. 

“ Motherkin, if you are going to start intrigues here, 
I'll have you taken away. What is it?” he turned to the 
assistant, looking severely at him over his glasses. 

The assistant smiled, and began to justify himself. 
The doctor did not listen to all he had to say, but, rais- 
ing his head in such a way that he began to look through 
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his glasses, went to the hospital rooms; he told the 
superintendent that very day to send him another attend- 
ant in Maslova’s place, one that would be more reliable. 

That was all there was to Méslova’s intrigues with 
the assistant. This expulsion from the hospital, under the 
pretext of her having started intrigues with men, was 
particularly painful to Mdslova, since after her meeting 
with Nekhlyudov all relations with men, distasteful as 
they had been, had become unusually repulsive to her. 
She was especially offended to see everybody, and among 
them the assistant with the blistered face, judge her 
from her past, and from her present position, considering 
it proper to insult her and wondering at her refusal, and 
this provoked her pity for herself, and tears. As she had 
come out to see Nekhlytidov, she had intended to explain 
away the unjust accusation which, no doubt, he must 
have heard. But, as she began to justify herself, she saw 
that he did not believe her and that her vindication only 
confirmed his suspicion, and the tears rose in her throat, 
and she grew silent. 

Maslova was still under the impression, and she con- 
tinued to assure herself of it, that she had not forgiven 
him and that she hated him, as she had expressed it 
to him at their second meeting, but in reality she loved 
him, and loved him so that she involuntarily executed all 
his wishes: she stopped drinking and smoking, gave up 
coquetting, and had entered the hospital as an attendant. 
She had done it all because she knew he wished it. The 
reason she so firmly refused to accept his sacrifice of 
marrying her, every time he spoke of it, was because 
she wanted to repeat the proud words which she had once 
uttered to him, but chiefly because she knew that his 
marrying her could only make him unhappy. She was 
determined not to accept his sacrifice, and yet she was 
pained to think that he despised her, that he thought 
that she continued to be such as she had been, and that 
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he did not see the change which had taken place in 
her. She was more pained by the fact that he was con- 
vinced she had done something wrong in the hospital 
than by the news that she had finally been condemned to 
hard labour. 


XXX. 


MAstova could be sent away with the first deportation 
party, and therefore Nekhlyvidov was getting ready for 
the journey. He had so many things to attend to, that 
he felt that no matter how much free time he should 
have, he would never finish them. Everything was dif- 
ferent from what it had been before. In former days he 
had to think of what to do, and the centre of interest was 
always the same Dmitri Ivanovich Nekhlytidov; and yet, 
notwithstanding the fact that all the interests of life 
centred upon that Dmitri Ivdnovich, all these matters 
were uninteresting to him. Now, all his business was in 
reference to other people than Dmitri Ivdnovich, and 
they were all interesting and attractive, and there was 
plenty to do. More than that,—all the previous occu- 
pations and affairs of Dmitri Ivdnovich had always pro- 
voked annoyance and petulance, while these affairs of 
other people generally put him in a pleasant mood. 

The affairs which at that time occupied Nekhlyudov 
were divided in three categories; he himself, with his 
customary pedantry, divided them in that manner, ar- 
ranging them, in accordance with that division, in three 
portfolios. _ 

The first affair was in reference to Mdslova and the aid 
to be accorded her. This consisted in bringing infiu- 
ence to bear on the petition to his Majesty, which he had 
sent in, and in making preparations for the journey to 
Siberia. 

The second affair was in reference to his estates. In 
Pénovo the land had been given to the peasants, on condi- 

458 


454 RESURRECTION 


tion that the rental thereof was to be used for the com- 
mon needs of the village. But, in order to confirm them 
in their rights, he had to write out and sign the condi- 
tions and testament. In Kuzminskoe matters were left 
as he had arranged them, that is, he was to receive the 
money for the land; so he had to determine yet on 
the periods of payment, and how much of that money he 
was to take for his own use, and how much was to be 
left for the benefit of the peasants. As he did not know 
what expenses he would have in the proposed journey to 
Siberia, he could not decide to give up this income, which 
was already cut down by half. 

The third affair was in reference to the aid he was to 
bestow on the prisoners who kept turning to him ever 
more frequently. 

When he at first came in contact with the prisoners, 
who invoked his aid, he at once set out to intercede for 
them, trying to alleviate their fate; but later there was 
such a large number of petitioners that he felt his in- 
ability to succour all of them, and so he was involuntarily 
led to a fourth affair, which occupied him of late more 
than any other. 

This fourth affair consisted in the solution of the ques- 
tion what was, for what purpose existed, and whence came 
that remarkable institution, called the criminal court, the 
result of which was that prison, with the inmates of 
which he had partly become acquainted, and all those 
places of confinement, from the Petropdvlovsk fortress to 
Sakhalin, where hundreds and thousands of victims of 
that to him wonderful criminal law were pining. 

From his personal relations with the prisoners, from 
the stories of the lawyer, the prison priest, the superin- 
tendent, and from the lists of those confined, Nekhlyvidov 
came to the conclusion that the composition of the pris- 
oners, the so-called criminals, could be divided into five 
categories. One of these, the first, consisted of entirely 
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innocent people, victims of judicial error, like the sus- 
pected incendiary Menshév, like Méaslova, and others. 
There were not very many of that category, — according 
to the priest’s observation, about seven per cent., but the 
sition of these people evoked a special interest. The 
second category consisted of people who were condemned 
for crimes committed under exceptional circumstances, 
such as excitement, jealousy, drunkenness, and so on, that 
is, crimes which would be, no doubt, committed by those 
who judged and punished them, if subjected to the same 
conditions. This category, according to Nekhliydov’s 
observations, was formed by more than one-half of all the 
criminals. The third was composed of people who were 
punished for doing that which, in their opinion, consti- 
tuted very common and even good acts, which, in the 
opinion of the strangers who had written the laws, were 
crimes. To this category belonged people who secretly 
trafficked in liquor, who smuggled, and who mowed grass 
and picked up wood in the large proprietary and Crown 
forests. To this same category also belonged the thiev- 
ing mountaineers and such infidels as robbed churches. 

The fourth category was formed by people who were 
considered criminals only because they stood morally 
above the level of society. Such were the sectarians, the 
Poles, the Circassians, who rebelled for their freedom ; 
such were also the political prisoners, socialists and 
strikers, who were condemned for opposing the author- 
ities. The percentage of such people, the very best of 
society, was, according to Nekhlytidov’s observation, very 
large. 

Finally, the fifth category was composed of people 
before whom society was much more guilty than they 
were before society. Those were the outcasts who were 
dulled by constant oppressions and temptations like the 
boy with the foot-mats and hundreds of other people, 
whom Nekhlyvidov had seen in the prison and outside 
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the prison, whom the conditions of life systematically 
lead to the unavoidable act which is called a crime. To 
such people belonged, according to Nekhlyudov’s obser- 
vation, very many thieves and murderers, with some of 
whom he had during this time come in contact. In this 
category he, having closely examined the matter, counted 
also all those corrupt and debauched men whom the new 
school calls a criminal type, and the presence of which in 
society is regarded as the chief proof of the necessity 
for criminal law and punishment. These so-called cor- 
tupt, criminal, abnormal types were, in Nekhlytidov’s 
opinion, nothing else than those other people, against 
whom society had sinned more than they had sinned 
against society, but toward whom society was not guilty 
directly, but against whose parents and ancestors society 
had sinned long ago. 

In reference to this latter point, Nekhlyudov was 
struck, among these people, by the confirmed criminal, 
Okhotin the thief, the illegitimate son of a prostitute, 
the alumnus of a night lodging-house, who apparently, up 
to his thirtieth year, had never met men of higher moral- 
ity than that of policemen, who had early joined a gang 
of thieves, and who, at the same time, was endowed with 
an unusual comic talent, by which he attracted people 
to himself. He asked Nekhlytidov to intercede for him, 
all the while scoffing at himself, at the judges, at the 
prison, and at all laws, not only criminal, but also divine. 
Another was handsome Fédorov, who, with a gang, of 
which he was the leader, had killed and robbed an old 
official He was a peasant, whose father had been quite 
illegally deprived of his house, and who later served in the 
army, where he suffered for falling in love with the mis- 
tress of an officer. He had an attractive, impassioned 
nature, and was a man who wished to enjoy himself at 
whatsoever cost, who had never seen any people who in 
any way restrained themselves in their enjoyments, and 
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who had never heard that there was any other aim in 
life than that of enjoyment. It was evident to Nekhlyi- 
dov that both were rich natures that were neglected and 
twisted, as are rankly growing plants. He also saw a 
tramp and a woman, who repelled him by their stupidity 
and seeming cruelty, but he could not bring himself to 
see in them that criminal type, of which the Italian 
school speaks, but saw only people in them who were 
personally repulsive to him, just as those were whom he 
had seen at large in dress coats, epaulets, and laces. 

So the fourth business which interested Nekhlytidov at 
that time consisted in the investigation of the question 
why these many different people were imprisoned, while 
others, just such people as these, were not only at liberty, 
but sitting in judgment over them. 

At first, Nekhlytidov had hoped to find an answer to 
this question in books, and so he bought everything that 
touched upon this subject. He bought the books of Lom- 
broso, and Garofalo, and Ferry, and Liszt, and Maudsley, 
and Tarde, and carefully perused these books. 

But the more he read them, the more he was disap- 
pointed in them. There happened to him that which 
always happens to people who turn to science, not in order 
to play a réle in science, to write, to discuss, to teach, but 
to get answers to straight, simple, living questions: science 
gave him answer to thousands of various extremely clever 
and wise questions, which stood in some relation to crimi- 
nology, but not to the question for which he was trying to 
find an answer. 

He propounded a very simple question: Why and by 
what right does one class of people confine, torture, deport, 
flog, and kill another, when they themselves are no better 
than those whom they torture, flog, and kill? To which 
he received replies in the shape of reflections like these: 
Is man possessed of freedom of the will, or not? Cana 
man be declared a criminal from cranial measurements, 
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and so forth, or not? What part does heredity play in 
crime? Is there an innate immorality ? What is moral- 
ity? What is insanity? What is degeneration? What 
is temperament ? What influence on crime have climate, 
food, ignorance, suggestion, hypnotism, the passions ? 
What is society? What are its duties? and so forth. 

These reflections reminded Nekhlyudov of an answer he 
had once received from a small boy who was returning 
from school. Nekhlytidov asked the boy whether he had 
learned to spell. “TI have,” replied the boy. “Well, 
spell ‘foot.’” “ What kind of a foot, a dog’s?” the boy 
answered, with a cunning face. Just such answers in the 
shape of questions Nekhlytidov found in scientific works 
to his fundamental question. There was in them much 
which was clever, learned, and interesting, but there was 
no answer to the chief question: By what right do they 
punish others? Not only was there no answer to it, but 
all discussions took place in order to explain and justify 
punishment, the necessity for which was assumed as an 
axiom. Nekhlyvidov read a great deal, by snatches, and 
he ascribed the absence of an answer to this superficial 
reading, hoping later to find a reply, and so he did not 
permit himself to believe the justice of the answer which 
of late presented itself to him ever more frequently. 


XXXT. 


THE party with which Méslova was to be deported was 
to start on July 5th. Nekhlytidov was getting ready to 
leave on the same day. On the day before his departure, 
Nekhlytidov’s sister and her husband came to town to see 
him. 

Nekhlytidov’s sister, Natalya Ivdnovna Ragozhinski, 
was ten years older than her brother. He had partly 
grown up under her influence. She loved him very much 
as a boy, and later, just before her mafriage, when she 
was twenty-five years old and he fifteen, they met almost 
like equals. She was then in love with his deceased 
friend, Nikélenka Irténev. Both of them loved Nikdlenka, 
loving in him and in themselves that which was good in 
them, and which unites all people. 

Since then they had both become corrupted: he by his 
military service, and she by her marrying a man whom 
she loved in a sensual way, but who not only did not love 
all that which had been most sacred and dear to her and 
Dmitri, but who even could not understand what it was, 
and ascribed all her striving for moral perfection and for 
serving people, which had formed the basis of her life, to 
vanity and a desire to excel among people, the only senti- 
ment he was capable of comprehending. 

Ragozhinski was a man without a name or fortune, but 
& very subservient official, who had managed to make 
a comparatively brilliant judicial career, by artfully steer- 
ing between liberalism and conservatism, making use of 
the one or the other of the two tendencies which at a 
given moment and in a given case gave him the best 


458 RESURRECTION 


and so forth, or not? What part does heredity play in 
crime? Is there an innate immorality ? What is moral- 
ity ? What is insanity? What is degeneration? What 
is temperament? What influence on crime have climate, 
food, ignorance, suggestion, hypnotism, the passions ? 
What is society? What are its duties? and so forth. 

These reflections reminded Nekhlytidov of an answer he 
had once received from a small boy who was returning 
from school. Nekhlytidov asked the boy whether he had 
learned to spell “I have,” replied the boy. “ Well, 
spell ‘foot.’” “ What kind of a foot, a dog’s?” the boy 
answered, with a cunning face. Just such answers in the 
shape of questions Nekhlytidov found in scientific works 
to his fundamental question. There was in them much 
which was clever, learned, and interesting, but there was 
no answer to the chief question: By what right do they 
punish others? Not only was there no answer to it, but 
all discussions took place in order to explain and justify 
punishment, the necessity for which was assumed as an 
axiom. Nekhlytidov read a great deal, by snatches, and 
he ascribed the absence of an answer to this superficial 
reading, hoping later to find a reply, and so he did not 
permit himself to believe the justice of the answer which 
of late presented itself to him ever more frequently. 


XXXII. 


THE party with which Maslova was to be deported was 
to start on July 5th. Nekhlytidov was getting ready to 
leave on the same day. On the day before his departure, 
Nekhlytidov’s sister and her husband came to town to see 
him. 

Nekhlytidov’s sister, Natdlya Ivdnovna Ragozhfnski, 
was ten years older than her brother. He had partly 
grown up under her influence. She loved him very much 
as a boy, and later, just before her mafriage, when she 
was twenty-five years old and he fifteen, they met almost 
like equals. She was then in love with his deceased 
friend, Nikélenka Irténev. Both of them loved Nikédlenka, 
loving in him and in themselves that which was good in 
them, and which unites all people. 

Since then they had both become corrupted: he by his 
military service, and she by her marrying a man whom 
she loved in a sensual way, but who not only did not love 
all that which had been most sacred and dear to her and 
Dmitri, but who even could not understand what it was, 
and ascribed all her striving for moral perfection and for 
serving people, which had formed the basis of her life, to 
vanity and a desire to excel among people, the only senti- 
ment he was capable of comprehending. 

Ragozhinski was a man without a name or fortune, but 
@& very subservient official, who had managed to make 
a comparatively brilliant judicial career, by artfully steer- 
ing between liberalism and conservatism, making use of 
the one or the other of the two tendencies which at a 
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results for his life, and, chiefly, by something especial by 
which he pleased the ladies. He was a man past his first 
youth, when he met the Nekhlyvidovs abroad; he made 
Natélya, who was not very young then, fall in love with 
him, and married her, almost against her mother’s will, 
who saw a mésalliance in this marriage. 

Nekhlytidov, however much he concealed his feeling 
from himself and struggled against it, hated his brother-in- 
law. He had an antipathy for him on account of the 
vulgarity of his sentiments, his self-confident narrowness, 
and, chiefly, for the sake of his sister, who was able to 
love this barren mind so passionately, selfishly, and sen- 
sually, and, to please him, to choke all the good that had 
been in her. 

It was always an anguish for him to think that Natélya 
was the wife of that bearded, self-confident man, with the 
shining bald spot on his head. He even could not repress 
a feeling of disgust for their children. Every time he 
heard she was about to become a mother, he experienced 
a feeling akin to regret for having once more become in- 
fected from this man who was strange to all their interests. 

The Ragozhinskis arrived without their children (they 
had two, a boy and a girl), and they stopped in the best 
room of the best hotel. Natdélya Ivanovna at once went 
to her mother’s old quarters, but not finding her brother 
there, and learning from Agraféna Petrévna that he had 
taken furnished rooms, at once drove there to see him. A 
dirty servant, who met her in the dark, oppressive-smell- 
ing corridor, which had to be lighted in the daytime, told 
her that the prince was not at home. 

Natdlya Ivénovna wanted to go to her brother’s room, 
in order to leave a note there. The servant took her 
there. 

Upon entering his two small rooms, Natdélya Ivdénovna 
surveyed them attentively. She saw the familiar order 
and cleanliness in everything, but was struck by the 
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simplicity of the furnishing, which was. so unusual for 
him. On the writing-desk she saw the .amiliar paper- 
weight with the bronze dog; equally familiar to her were 
the properly placed portfolios and papers, and the writing- 
material ; and there were some volumes of criminal juris- 
prudence, and an English book by Henry George, and 
a French book by Tarde, with a large, crooked ivory 
paper-knife between its leaves. 

She sat down at the table and wrote a note to him, 
asking him to be sure and come to see them that very 
day ; shaking her head in surprise at what she saw, she 
returned to her hotel. 

Two questions now interested Natdlya Ivdnovna in 
reference to her brother: his marriage to Katyusha, 
of which she had heard in her town, as everybody was 
speaking of it, and his distribution of land among the 
peasants, which was also known to everybody, and which 
appeared to many to have a political and dangerous signifi- 
cance. For one reason, his intended marriage to Ka- 
tylisha pleased Natdlya Ivdnovna. She admired this 
determination, and recognized him and herself in it, such 
as they had been in those good days before her marriage ; 
at the same time she was horrified at the thought that 
her brother was going to marry such a terrible woman. 
The latter feeling was the stronger, and she decided to 
use all her influence to keep him from it, although she 
knew that this would be difficult. 

The other matter, his distribution of the land to the 
peasants, was not so near to her heart, but her husband 
was incensed by it, and asked her to use her influence 
with her brother. Ignéti Nikiforovich said that such an 
act was the acme of inconsistency, frivolity, and pride, 
that this act could only be explained -—if there was 
any possibility at all of explaining it—as a desire to 
show off, and brag, and make people talk of himself. 
“What sense is there in giving land to peasants with the 
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rental to revert to them?” he said. “If he wanted to do 
it, he could have sold it through the rural bank. There 
would have been some sense in that. Taken altogether, 
this act verges on abnormality,” said Ignéti Nikiforovich, 
with an eye to the guardianship, insisting that his wife 
should have a serious talk with her brother about this 


strange intention of his, 


XXXIT. 


WHEN Nekhlytdov returned home and found the note 
on his table, he immediately went to see her. It was in 
the evening. Igndéti Nikfforovich was resting in another 
room, and Natdlya Ivénovna met her brother alone. She 
was dressed in a black silk garment fitting her closely, 
with a red ribbon over her chest, and her black hair was 
puffed up and combed according to the latest fashion. 
She evidently tried to appear as young as possible before 
her husband, who was of her age. When she saw her 
brother, she jumped up from the divan, and rapidly 
walked up to him, producing a whistling sound with her 
silk skirt. They kissed and looked at each other with 
smiles. There took place that mysterious, inexpressible, 
significant exchange of looks, in which everything was 
truth, and there began an exchange of words, in which 
there was not that truth. They had not seen each other 
since the death of their mother. 

«You have grown stouter and younger,” he said. 

Her lips puckered with delight. 

« And you look thinner.” 

“ How is Igndti Nikfforovich ?” asked Nekhlyvidov. 

“ He is resting. He did not sleep last night.” 

There was much to be said, but the words said nothing, 
while the glances said that much which ought to have 
been told had been left untold. 

“T was at your room.” 

« Yes, I know.” 

“T have left the house. It is too large for me, and 
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lonely, and dull. I need none of those things, so you had 
better take them, the furniture, and all that.” 

“Yes, Agraféna Petrévna has told me about it. I was 
there. I am very grateful to you, but —” 

Just then the hotel waiter brought a silver tea service. 
They kept silent as long as the waiter was busy about 
the service. Natélya Ivaénovna walked over to a chair 
near a small table, and silently poured in the tea. Nekh- 
lyudov was silent, too. 

“ Dmitri, I know it all,” Natdlya said, looking at him 
with determination. 

“Tam very glad that you do.” 

“Can you hope to correct her after such a life?” she 
said. 

He was sitting straight, without leaning, on a small 
chair, and attentively listened to her, trying to catch all 
her meaning and to give her good answers. The mood 
evoked in him by his last meeting with Méaslova con- 
tinued to fill his soul with calm joy and good-will to all 
men. 

“I am not after correcting her, but myself,’ he an- 
swered. 

Natdlya Ivénovna heaved a sigh. 

“ There are other means than marriage.” 

“T think this is the best means; and, besides, it takes 
me into that world where I can be useful.” 

“IT do not think,” said Natdlya Ivdnovna, “that you 
can be happy there.” 

“Tt is not a question of my happiness.” 

“Of course. But she, if she has a heart, cannot be 
happy, and cannot even wish it.” 

“She does not wish it —” 

“T understand, but life —” 

“ What about life?” 

“ Demands it.” 

“It demands nothing but that we should do what is 
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necessary,” said Nekhlyvidov, looking at her face, which 
was still beautiful, though already covered with small 
wrinkles near the eyes and mouth. 

“TI do not understand this,” she said, with a sigh. 

“Poor, dear sister. How could she have changed so?” 
Nekhlytidov thought, thinking of Natdlya as she was 
before her marriage, and drawn to her by a tender feeling 
made up of endless childish memories. 

At this time Igndéti Nikfforovich, bearing, as always, 
his head high, expanding his broad chest, stepping softly 
and lightly, sparkling with his spectacles, his bald spot, 
and his black beard, entered the room, smiling. 

“(Good evening, good evening,” he said, emphasizing his 
words in an unnatural and conscious manner. (At first 
after the marriage they had tried hard to say “thou” to 
each other, but they had not succeeded.) 

They pressed each other’s hands, and Igndéti Nikfforo- 
vich lightly fell back into an armchair. 

“Am I not interfering with your conversation ?” 

“No, I conceal from nobody that which I say and do.” 
The moment Nekhlytidov saw this face, these hirsute 
hands, and heard his condescending, self-confident voice, 
his meek spirit fled from him. 

«We were speaking of his intention,” said Natdlya 
Ivénovna. “Shall I give you a glass?” she added, 
taking hold of the teapot. 

«Yes, if you please. What intention?” 

“To go to Siberia with the party of prisoners, among 
whom is the woman toward whom I consider myself 
guilty,” said Nekhlytidov. 

“JT have heard that you intend not only to accompany 
them, but to do something more.” 

« Yes, to marry her, if she wishes it.” 

“I declare! If it is not unpleasant to you, explain 
your motives to me. I do not understand them.” 

“The motives are that this woman —that her first 
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step on the path of immorality —” Nekhlyudov was 
angry at himself for not being able to find the proper 
expression. “The motives are that I am guilty, and she 
is punished.” 

“If she is punished, she, no doubt, is not guiltless.” 

«She is absolutely innocent.” Nekhlyudov told of the 
whole affair with unnecessary agitation. 

«Yes, it is an omission of the presiding judge, and con- 
sequently a carelessness in the reply of the jury. But 
there is a Senate for such a thing.” 

«The Senate has refused the appeal” 

“Tf it has refused it, there could not have been suffi- 
cient cause for an annulment,” said Igndti Nikfforovich, 
apparently sharing the well-known opinion that truth is 
a product of a judicial verdict. “The Senate cannot enter 
into the merits of the case. But if there really is an 
error of the court, his Majesty ought to be appealed to.” 

“That has been done, but there is no probability of 
success. They will inquire of the ministry, the ministry 
will refer it to the Senate, the Senate will repeat its ver- 
dict, and, as ever, the innocent person will be punished.” 

“In the first place, the ministry will not ask the Sen- 
ate,” Ignati Nikiforovich said, with a smile of condescen- 
sion, “ but will ask the court for the proceedings in the 
case, and, if an error is discovered, they will report accord- 
ingly ; and, secondly, innocent people are never punished, 
or, at least, only in exceptional cases. Only guilty people 
are punished,” said Igndéti Nikfforovich, leisurely, with a 
smile. 

“TI have become convinced of the opposite,” said 
Nekhlytidov, with an evil feeling for his brother-in-law. 
“T am convinced that the greater half of those who are 
condemned by courts are innocent.” 

« How is that ?” 

“They are innocent in the straight sense of the word, 
just as this woman is innocent of poisoning, as a peasant, 
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whose acquaintance I have just made, is innocent of mur- 
der, which he has not committed; as a mother and her 
son, who came very near being convicted, are innocent of 
the incendiarism caused by the owner of the property.” 

“ Of course, there always have been and always will be 
judicial errors, A human institution cannot be perfect.” 

«Then an immense number are innocent because, hav- 
ing been brought up in a certain circle, they do not regard 
their acts as crimes.” 

“Pardon me, this is unjust. Every thief knows that 
stealing is not good,” Ignati Nikiforovich said, with the 
same calm, self-confident, and slightly contemptuous 
smile, which irritated Nekhlytidov. 

“No, he does not. You tell him,‘ Don’t steal!’ and 
he sees that the owners of factories steal his labour, re- 
taining his wages, that the government, with all its 
officials, does not stop robbing him, by means of taxes.” 

“ This is anarchism,” Ignati Nikiforovich quietly defined 
the meaning of the words of his brother-in-law. 

“I do not know what it is; I only tell you what 
actually takes place,” continued Nekhlytidov. «He 
knows that the government robs him; he knows that 
we, the landed proprietors, have robbed him long ago, 
by taking away his land, which ought to be a common 
possession ; and then, when he gathers twigs on that land 
in order to make a fire in his stove with them, we put 
him in jail, and want to convince him that he is a thief. 
He knows that he is not the thief, but that the thief is he 
who has taken away the land from him, and that every 
restitution of that which has been stolen is a duty which 
he has to his family.” 

“1 do not understand you, and if I do, I do not agree 
with you. The land cannot help being somebody’s prop- 
erty. If you were to divide it up,” began Igndti Nikfforo- 
vich, with the full and calm conviction that Nekhlytidov 
was a socialist, and that the theory of socialism consisted 
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in the demand that the land be divided up in equal parts, 
and that such a division was very foolish, and he could 
easily prove its inconsistencies, “if you were to divide it 
up to-day in equal parts, they will to-morrow pass back 
into the hands of the most industrious and able men.” 

“ Nobody intends to divide the land up equally. The 
land ought to be nobody’s property ; it ought not to be 
the subject of purchase and sale, or of mortgaging.” 

“The right of property is inborn in man. Without 
property rights there will be no interest in working the 
land. Take away the right of ownership, and we return 
to the savage state,” Igndti Nikfforovich said, authorita- 
tively, repeating the customary argument in favour of the 
ownership of land, which is considered incontestable, and 
which consists in the assumption that the greed for the 
ownership of land is a sign of its necessity. 

“On the contrary. The land will not lie idle, as it 
does now, when the proprietors, like dogs in the manger, 
do not allow those to make use of it who can, and them- 
selves do not know how to exploit it.” 

“ Listen, Dmitri Ivanovich! This is absolutely sense- 
less! Is it possible in our day to do away with the 
ownership of land? I know this is your hobby. But 
let me tell you straight-——” Igndti Nikfforovich grew 
pale, and his voice trembled; this question evidently 
touched him closely. “I should advise you to consider 
this subject carefully, before you enter on its practical 
solution.” 

« Are you speaking of my own personal affairs ?” 

“Yes. I assume that we are all placed in a certain 
position, that we must carry out the duties which flow 
from this position, that we must maintain the conditions 
of existence under which we were born, which we have 
inherited from our ancestors, and which we must transmit 
to our posterity.” 

“T consider my duty to be —” 
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« Excuse me,” Igndti Nikfforovich continued, not allow- 
ing himself to be interrupted. “I am not speaking for 
myself, nor for my children, who are securely provided 
for; I am earning enough to live comfortably, and I sup- 
pose my children will not have to suffer; therefore my 
protest against your ill-advised actions, permit me to say, 
originates not in my personal interests, but because I 
cannot agree with you from principle. I should advise 
you to think about them a little more carefully, and to 
read — ” 

“You will permit me to attend to my own business, 
and to decide for myself what I am to read, and what 
not,” said Nekhlytidov, growing pale. He felt his hands 
becoming cold, and that he was losing control of himself, 
so he grew silent, and began to drink tea. 


XXXTIL. 


“ How are the children ?” Nekhlytidov asked his sister, 
after he had somewhat composed himself. 

She told him that they had been left with their grand- 
mother, her husband’s mother. Happy to see that the 
discussion with her husband had come to an end, she 
began to tell him how her children played travelling just 
as he had done with his dolls,— one a negro, and the 
other called a Frenchwoman. 

“Do you remember that?” said Nekhlytidov, smiling. 

“Just think of it, they are playing in precisely the 
same manner.” 

The disagreeable conversation was not renewed. Na- 
tdlya calmed herself, but she did not wish to speak in the 
presence of her husband of that which her brother alone 
could understand ; in order to introduce a general subject, 
she mentioned the St. Petersburg news that had just 
reached them in reference to the sorrow of Madame Ké- 
menski, who had lost her only son in the duel. Ignéti 
Nikiforovich expressed his disapproval of the order of 
things which excluded murder in a duel from the common 
order of capital crimes. 

This remark called forth a retort from Nekhlyvdov, 
and there again flamed up a discussion on the same 
theme, where everything was only half said, and both 
interlocutors did not express their full views, but per- 
sisted in their mutually condemnatory convictions. Igndati 
Nikfforovich felt that Nekhlytidov condemned him and 
despised all his activity, and he was anxious to show him 
the whole injustice of his judgments. Nekhlyvdov again, 
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independently of the annoyance he experienced from his 
brother-in-law’s interference in his land affairs (in the 
depth of his soul he felt that his brother-in-law and his 
sister and their children, as his heirs, had a right to it), 
fretted because this narrow-minded man continued, with 
the greatest confidence and composure, to regard that as 
regular and legal which to Nekhlytidov now appeared 
as unquestionably senseless and criminal. This self-confi- 
dence irritated Nekhlytidov. 

“What would the court have done?” asked Nekh- 
lytidov. 

“It would have convicted one of the two duellists as a 
common murderer, and would have sent him to hard 
labour.” 

Nekhlytidov’s hands again grew cold, and he said, 
excitedly : 

«What would have been then?” 

« Justice would have been done.” 

“As though justice formed the aim of a court’s activ- 
ity,” said Nekhlytidov. 

« What else, if not that ?” 

“The maintenance of class interests. The courts, m 
my opinion, are only an administrative tool for the 
maintenance of the existing order of things, which is 
advantageous for our class.” 

«This is an entirely novel view,” Igndti Nikiforovich 
said, with a calm smile. “A somewhat different meaning 
is commonly ascribed to the courts.” 

“Theoretically, and not practically, as I have had 
occasion to see. The purpose of the courts is the main- 
tenance of society in its present condition, and so they 
prosecute and punish equally those who stand higher 
than the common average, and who wish to lift it up, 
the so-called political criminals, and those who stand 
below it, the so-called criminal types.” 

“T cannot agree with you, first, that all so-called politi- 
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cal prisoners are punished for standing higher than the 
common average. They are chiefly outcasts of society, just 
as corrupt, although somewhat differently, as those crim- 
inal types, whom you consider to be below the average.” 

“I know many people who stand incomparably higher 
than their judges; all the sectarians are moral, firm 
people —” 

But Igndéti Nikfforovich, with the habit of a man who 
is not interrupted, when he is speaking, was not listening 
to Nekhlyvidov, and continued to speak at the same time 
with Nekhlyvidov, which especially irritated him. 

“Nor can I agree with your statement that the pur- 
pose of the courts is the maintenance of the existing 
order. The courts pursue their aims, which are the 
correction — ” 

«The correction they receive in jail is fine,” interposed 
Nekhlyudov. 

«Or the removal,” stubbornly proceeded Igndti Nikifor- 
ovich, “of those corrupt and beastly people who threaten 
the existence of society.” 

“The trouble is they do neither the one nor the other. 
Society has not the means for accomplishing it.” 

“How is that? I do not understand,” said Ignati 
Nikiforovich, with a forced smile. 

“TI mean to say that there are only two really sensible 
punishments, those that were in vogue in ancient days, 
the corporal and capital punishments, which, on account 
of the refinement of manners, are going ever more out of 
use,” said Nekhlytidov. 

“ This is new, and rather remarkable from your mouth.” 

“ There is some sense in causing a man bodily pain, so 
that he may abstain in the future from doing that for 
which he has received the punishment, and there is good 
reason to chop off the head of a dangerous and hurtful 
member of society. Both these punishments have a 
sensible purpose. But what sense is there in locking up 


RESURRECTION 473 


a man, who is corrupt through indolence and bad example, 
subjecting him to conditions of secure and obligatory in- 
dolence, in company with exceedingly corrupt people? 
Or to transport them at the expense of the Crown, — 
each costs more than five hundred roubles, — from the 
Government of Tila to Irkutsk, or from the Government 
of Kursk —” 

«But the people are afraid of this journey at the 
Crown’s expense, and if it were not for these journeys and 
prisons, we should not be sitting here as securely as we 
are.” 

“These prisons cannot ensure our security, because 
these people do not stay there all the time, but are let 
out again. On the contrary, in these institutions these 
people are made acquainted with the highest degree of 
vice and corruption, that is, the danger is only increased.” 

«You mean to say that the penitentiary system ought 
to be improved.” 

“It cannot be improved. The improved prisons would 
cost more than what is spent on popular education, and 
would impose a new burden on the people.” 

«But the imperfections of the penitentiary system by 
no means invalidate the courts,” Ignéti Nik{fforovich con- 
tinued his speech, paying no attention to his brother-in-law. 

« These imperfections cannot be corrected,” Nekhlyudov 
said, raising his voice. 

“So, according to you, we shall have to kill? Or, as a 
statesman has proposed, we ought to put out their eyes,” 
said Igndati Nikiforovich, with a victorious smile. 

“This would be cruel, but to the point. But that 
which is being done now is not only not to the point, but 
so stupid that it is impossible to understand how men- 
tally healthy people can take part in so stupid and cruel 
a business as a criminal court.” 

“T am taking part in it,” Igndati Nikfforovich said, 


growing pale. 
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« That is your business. But I do not understand it.” 

“JT think there are many things which you do not 
understand,” Igndti Nikfforovich said, in a trembling 
voice. 

«“T saw the associate prosecutor use all his endeavour 
at court to convict an unfortunate boy, who in any 
uncorrupted man ought to provoke nothing but compas- 
sion. I know how another prosecutor examined a sec- 
tarian and made out the reading of the Gospel a crimi- 
nal offence. The whole activity of the courts consists in 
such senseless and cruel acts.” 

“T should not serve, if I thought so,” said Igndti Nikf- 
forovich, rising. 

Nekhlytidov noticed a peculiar sparkle under the spec- 
tacles of his brother-in-law. “Can it be tears?” thought 
Nekhlytidov. Indeed, those were tears of affront. Igndti 
Nikiforovich went up to the window, took out his hand- 
kerchief, and, clearing his throat, began to clean his 
glasses, at the same time wiping his eyes. Upon return- 
ing to the sofa, Igndéti Nikfforovich lighted a cigar, and 
never said another word. Nekhlytidov was ashamed 
and pained at having grieved his brother-in-law and his 
sister to such an extent, especially since he was to leave 
on the next day, and would not see them again. He bade 
them farewell in embarrassment, and went home. 

“Tt may be that what I said was true, at least he has 
not successfully answered me; but I ought not to have 
spoken to him in such a manner. I have changed little 
enough, if I can allow myself to be so carried away by an 
evil passion, and so insult him and grieve poor Natdlya,” 
thought he. 


XXXIV. 


THE party with which Méslova went was to start from 
the station at three o'clock, and therefore, in order to see 
them depart from the prison and to reach the station 
with them, Nekhlyidov intended to arrive at the prison 
before noon. 

As Nekhlyvidov was putting away his things and his 
papers, he stopped at his diary and began to read some 
passages in it, and what he had last written in it. The 
last thing he had noted down before his departure for St. 
Petersburg ran as follows: “ Katytisha does not wish my 
sacrifice, but her own. She- has conquered, and so have 
I. I rejoice in that internal change which I think —I 
hardly dare believe it—is taking place within her. 
I hardly dare believe it, but it seems to me she is reviv- 
ing.” Immediately after it was written: “I have passed 
through a very heavy and a very joyful experience. I 
have learned that she did not behave well in the hospital. 
It gave me a sudden pang. I spoke to her in disgust and 
hatred, and then I suddenly thought of myself and of 
how often I have even now been, in thought, guilty be- 
fore her of the very thing for which I hated her, and 
immediately I loathed myself and pitied her, and I 
was happy. How much better we should be if we 
succeeded in time in seeing the beam in our own eye.” 
On the last day he had written: “I saw Natdlya, and my 
contentment made me unkind and cross, and a heavy 
feeling is left behind. What is to be done? With to- 
morrow a new life begins. (Good-bye, old life, for ever. 
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There is an accumulation of many impressions, but I 
cannot yet harmonize them.” 

Upon awakening on the following morning, Nekhlyt- 
dov’s first feeling was regret at what had happened 
between him and his brother-in-law. “1 cannot leave 
thus,” he thought. .“I must go to see them and smooth 
it over.” But when he looked at his watch, he saw that 
it was too late, and that he had to hurry, in order not to 
miss the departure of the party. He quickly collected 
all his things and sent them by the porter and by Tards, 
Fedésya’s husband, who was travelling with him, straight 
to the station; then he took the first cab he could get, 
and drove to the prison. 

As the train of the prisoners left within two hours of the 
express on which Nekhlytidov was to travel, he settled 
his bill at the hotel, not intending to come back again. 


It was an oppressive July day. The stones of the 
streets and houses, and the iron sheets of the roofs, which 
had not cooled off after the sultry night, reflected their heat 
into the close, immovable air. There was no wind; 
whenever a breeze started, it wafted a hot and malo- 
dorous air, saturated with dust and the stench of oil- 
paint. There were but few people in the streets, and 
those that were out tried to walk in the shade of the 
houses. Only the tawny, sunburnt peasant street-pavers 
in their bast shoes were sitting in the middle of the 
street and striking their hammers on the cobblestones 
that were placed in the hot sand; gloomy policemen, in 
unbleached blouses and with the orange-coloured ribbons 
of their revolvers, stood along the streets, sullenly chang- 
ing their places; and the tram-cars, shaded by blinds on 
the sunny side, and drawn by horses in white capotes, 
with their ears sticking through the openings in the 
cloth, ran, tinkling, up and down the streets. 

When Nekhlytidov reached the prison, the convoy of 
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prisoners had not yet started, and within the jail the trans- 
fer of the prisoners to be taken away, which had begun at 
four o'clock in the morning, was still causing busy work. 
In the party were 623 men and sixty-four women. They 
had all to be checked off on the lists; the ailing and 
feeble had to be segregated; and they had to be handed 
over to the soldiers of the guard. The new superintend- 
ent, two assistants of his, the doctor, with his assistant, 
the officer of the guard, and the scribe were seated at a 
table, which was placed in the yard, in the shade of 
a wall; on it were lying papers and appurtenances of the 
chancery. They called out, examined, and noted down 
one prisoner after another, as they walked up to the table. 

The sun was now falling over half the table. It was 
growing hot and extremely sultry, both from the absence 
of a breeze and from the exhalations of the throng of 
prisoners who were standing there. 

« Will there ever be an end of it?” said, puffing at his 
cigarette, the tall, stout, red-faced officer of the guard, 
with his raised shoulders and short arms, who never 
stopped smoking through his moustache, which covered 
his mouth. “They are tiring me out. Where did you get 
such a lot of them? How many more will there be?” 

The scribe looked up the matter. 

“Twenty-four men more, and the women.” 

“Don’t stand there, but walk up here!” cried the 
officer to the prisoners who had not yet been checked off, 
and who were crowding each other. They had been stand- 
ing for three hours in rows, not in the shade, but in the 
sun, waiting for their turns. 

This was the work which was going on within the 
precincts of the prison; without, at the gate, stood, as 
always, a sentry with a gun, and about twenty drays for 
the belongings of the prisoners and for the feeble, and at 
the corner there was a throng of relatives and friends, who 
were waiting for the prisoners to come out, in order to see 
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them, and, if possible, to say a few words and give them 
something for their journey. Nekhlytidov joined this 
crowd. 

He stood there about an hour. At the end of that 
time there was heard the clanking of chains within the 
gate, the sound of steps, the voices of the officers, clearing 
of throats, and the subdued conversation of a large throng. 
This lasted about five minutes, during which the wardens 
walked in and out through a small door. Finally a com- 
mand was given. The gate opened with a crash, the 
clanking of the chains became louder, and the soldiers of 
the guard, in white blouses and with their guns, came 
out and, apparently executing a familiar and habitual 
evolution, took up a position in a large semicircle around 
the gate. When they had taken their stand, another 
command was heard, and the prisoners began to come out 
in pairs: they wore pancake-shaped caps on their shaven 
heads, and carried bags on their backs; they dragged along 
their fettered legs, swung their one free arm, and with the 
other held the bags over their shoulders. First came 
the male prisoners, who were to be deported to hard 
labour, —all of them wearing the same gray trousers 
and cloaks, with black marks on their backs. All of 
them — whether they were young, old, lean, stout, pale, 
red, black, bearded, mustachioed, beardless, Russians, 
Tartars, or Jews —-came out rattling with their chains 
and briskly swinging their arms, as though going out for 
a long walk, but after making about ten steps they stopped 
and docilely arranged themselves in rows of four, one 
behind the other. After these, without interruption, 
there were poured forth from the gate just such shaven 
prisoners, without their leg-fetters, but chained to each 
other by handcuffs, and wearing the same kind of garb. 
These were the prisoners to be deported for settlement. 
They walked out just as briskly, stopped, and also arranged 
themselves in rows of four. Then came those deported by 
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the Communes. Then the women, also in successive order: 
first the hard labour convicts, in gray prison caftans and 
kerchiefs, then the deportation convicts, and those who 
voluntarily followed their husbands, in their city and 
peasant attires. A few of the women carried babes in 
the folds of their gray caftans. 

With the women walked their children, boys and girls. 
These children pressed close to the prisoners, like colts 
in a herd of horses. The men stood silent, now and then 
clearing their throats, or making abrupt remarks. But 
the women chattered incessantly. Nekhlytidov thought 
he had recognized Méaslova as she came out of the gate, 
but later she was lost in the large throng of the women 
who were placed back of the men, and he saw only a 
crowd of gray beings, which seemed to have lost all 
human, especially all feminine, qualities, with their 
children and their sacks. 

Notwithstanding the fact that all the prisoners had 
been counted within the walls of the prison, the soldiers 
of the guard began to count them again, in order to see 
whether they tallied with the previous number. This 
recounting lasted for a long time, especially since some 
of the prisoners kept moving about and confusing the 
counts of the soldiers. The soldiers cursed and pushed 
the submissive, but angry prisoners, and began to count 
anew. After they had all been counted, the officer of 
the guard gave a command, and then there was a dis- 
turbance in the crowd. Feeble men, women, and children, 
trying to outrun each other, hurried to the wagons, where 
they deposited their bags, and themselves climbed in. 
Into them also climbed the women with the crying suck- 
ling babes, the cheerful children, who were contending 
for their seats, and grim, gloomy prisoners. 

A few prisoners doffed their caps, and walked over to 
the officer of the guard, to ask him for something. 
Nekhlytidov later learned that they were asking to be 
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allowed to ride in the wagons, Nekhlyvidov saw the officer 
calmly puff at his cigarette, without looking at the 
speaker, and then suddenly lift his short arm, as though 
to strike the prisoner, and the latter, ducking his head, in 
expectation of a blow, jump away from him. 

“T will make such a nobleman of you that you will 
remember me! You will get there on foot!” cried the 
officer. 

The officer permitted only one tottering tall old man, 
in leg-fetters, to take a seat in a wagon, and Nekhlytidov 
saw this old man take off his pancake-shaped cap and 
make the sign of the cross, as he was walking toward the 
wagon. He had a hard time getting in, as the chains 
made it hard for him to lift his weak, fettered legs, and a 
woman, who was already seated in the wagon, helped him, 
by pulling him up by his arms. 

When all the wagons were filled with the bags, and 
those who were permitted had taken their seats in them, 
the officer of the guard took off his cap, wiped his fore- 
head, his bald pate, and his stout red neck with his hand- 
kerchief, and made the sign of the cross. 

“The party, march!” he commanded. The soldiers 
clattered with their guns; the prisoners took off their 
caps, some doing so with their left hands, and began to 
cross themselves; the friends who were seeing them off 
called out something; the prisoners cried something in 
reply ; among the women weeping was heard,—~and the 
party, surrounded by soldiers in white blouses, started, 
raising the dust with their fettered legs. In front were 
soldiers ; behind them, clanking with their chains, were the 
fettered men, four in a row; then came the deportation 
convicts, then the communal prisoners, handcuffed by 
twos; and then the women. After these followed the 
wagons with the bags and the feeble prisoners. On one 
of these, on a high load, sat a woman, who was all wrapped 
up, and who did not stop wailing and sobbing. 


XXXV. 


THE procession was so long that only when the men 
in front had disappeared from view, the wagons began to 
move. When these started, Nekhlyvidov seated himself 
in the cab, which was waiting for him, and ordered the 
driver to drive past the party, in order to see whether 
there were no men among them whom he knew, and then, 
to find Mdéslova among the women and to ask her whether 
she had received the things which he had sent her. 

It was very hot. There was no breeze, and the dust 
which was raised by a thousand feet hovered all the time 
above the prisoners who were walking in the middle of 
the street. They marched rapidly, and the dobbin of the 
cab, in which Nekhlyuidov was riding, took a long time 
in getting ahead of the procession. There were rows and 
rows of unfamiliar creatures of strange and terrible aspect, 
moving in even measure their similarly clad legs, and 
swinging their free arms, as though to give themselves 
courage. There were so many of them, and they so re- 
sembled each other, and were placed in such exceptional 
and strange conditions, that it seemed to Nekhlyvidov 
that they were not men, but some peculiar, terrible beings. 
This impression was shattered by his espying, in the 
throng of the hard labour convicts, murderer Fédorov, 
and, among the deportation convicts his acquaintance, the 
comedian Okhétin, and another, a tramp, who had invoked 
his aid. 

Nearly all the prisoners turned around, eyeing the 
vehicle which was driving past them, and the gentleman 
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in it, who was looking closely at them. Fédorov gave 
an upward shake of the head in token of his having 
recognized Nekhlytidov; Okhétin only winked. Neither 
the one nor the other bowed, considering this to be against 
the regulation. Upon coming abreast with the women, 
Nekhlytidov at once recognized Méslova. She was walk- 
ing in the second row. On the outside walked a red- 
faced, short-legged, black-eyed, ugly woman ; it was Beauty. 
Then followed a pregnant woman, who with difficulty 
dragged her legs along; the third was Maslova. She was 
carrying a bag over her shoulder, and was looking straight 
ahead of her. Her face was calm and determined. The 
fourth one in the same row was a young, handsome 
woman, in a short cloak and with her kerchief tied in 
peasant fashion, stepping briskly, —that was Feddésya. 
Nekhlytidov got down from the vehicle and walked over 
to the moving women, wishing to ask Méaslova whether 
she had received the things, and how she felt; but the 
under-officer of the guard, who was walking on the same 
side of the party, having at once noticed him, ran up to 
him. 

«Tt is not permitted, sir, to walk up to the party, — it 
is against the law,” he cried, as he was coming up. 

Having come close, and recognizing Nekhlyuidov (every- 
body in the ‘prison knew him), the under-officer put his 
fingers to his cap, and, stopping near Nekhlytidov, said, 
“ Here it is not permitted. At the station you may, but 
here it is against the law. Don’t stop! March!” he cried 
to the prisoners, and, trying to appear dashing, in spite of 
the heat, galloped off in his new foppish boots to his 
place. 

Nekhlytidov walked down to the sidewalk, and, order- 
ing the vehicle to follow him, kept in the sight of the 
party. Wherever the procession passed it attracted atten- 
tion mingled with compassion and terror. People in their 
carriages put out their heads and followed the prisoners 
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with their eyes. Pedestrians stopped and looked in 
amazement and fear at this terrible spectacle. Some 
walked up and offered alms. The soldiers of the guard 
received these gifts. Some followed in the wake of the 
procession, as though hypnotized, and then they stopped 
and, shaking their heads, accompanied the party with 
their eyes only. People rushed out from the front steps 
and gates, calling to each other, or hung out of the win- 
dows, and immovably and silently watched the terrible 
procession. 

At a cross street the party stopped the passage for an 
elegant carriage. On the box sat a broad-backed coach- 
man, with a shining face and a row of buttons on his 
back; in the carriage, on the back seat, sat a man with 
his wife ; the wife was thin and pale, in a bright-coloured 
hat, with a coloured parasol, and her husband wore a silk 
hat and a bright-coloured foppish overcoat. In front, 
opposite them, sat their children: a little girl, dressed up 
and shining like a flower, with loosely hanging blond hair, 
also with a bright-coloured parasol, and an eight-year-old 
boy with a long, thin neck and protruding shoulder-bones ; 
he wore a sailor hat, adorned with ribbons. The father 
angrily upbraided the coachman for not having passed in 
time ahead of the procession, while the mother finically 
blinked and frowned, shielding herself against the sun 
and dust with her silk parasol, which she put close to 
her face. The broad-backed coachman scowled angrily, 
listening to the unjust accusation of his master, who had 
himself ordered him to drive by that street, and with 
difficulty restrained the glossy black stallions, lathered at 
their bits and necks, that were eager to start. A police- 
man was very anxious to serve the owner of the elegant 
carriage and to let him pass, by stopping the prisoners, 
but he felt that in this procession there was a gloomy 
solemnity, which could not be violated even for that rich 
gentleman. He only saluted, in sign of his respect for 


484 RESURRECTION 


wealth, and sternly looked at the prisoners, as though 
promising under all conditions to protect the persons in 
the carriage from them. 

Thus, the carriage was compelled to wait for the pass- 
ing of the whole procession, and it went on only when the 
last dray with the bags and prisoners upon it had gone 
by; the hysterical woman, who was sitting upon the 
wagon, and who had quieted down, at the sight of the 
elegant carriage again burst out into tears and sobs. 
Only then the coachman lightly touched his reins, and 
the black chargers, tinkling with their hoofs on the pave- 
ment, whisked off the softly swaying carriage, with its 
rubber tires, into the country, whither the gentleman, and 
his wife, his girl, and the boy with the thin neck and pro- 
truding shoulder-bones were driving for an outing. 

Neither the father nor the mother gave their children 
an explanation of what they saw; thus the children were 
compelled to solve for themselves the question what this 
spectacle meant. 

The girl, taking into consideration the expression of 
her parents’ faces, came to the conclusion that these were 
very different people from what her parents and acquaint- 
ances were; that they were bad people, and that, conse- 
quently, they had to be treated as they were. Therefore 
the girl felt terribly, and was glad when she no longer 
saw them. 

But the boy with the long, thin neck, who did not take 
his eyes off the prisoners, as long as the procession went 
by, found a different answer to this question. He knew 
firmly and beyond any doubt, having learned it directly 
from God, that they were just such people as he himself 
and all other people were, and that, consequently, some- 
thing very bad had been done to them, something that 
ought not to have been done to them, and he was sorry 
for them and experienced terror both before the people 
who were fettered and shaven, and before those who had 
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fettered and shaved them. And so the boy’s lips kept 
swelling more and more, and he made great efforts to 
keep from crying, assuming that it was shameful to weep 
under such circumstances, 


XXXVI 


NEKHLYbDOV walked with as rapid a gait as the 
prisoners, but even though he was lightly clad, and wearing 
a light overcoat, he felt dreadfully hot, and oppressed by 
the dust and motionless sultry air in the streets. Having 
walked about an eighth of a mile, he seated himself in the 
vehicle and drove ahead, but in the middle of the street, 
in the cab, he felt even warmer. He tried to recall his 
thoughts about his last conversation with his brother-in- 
law, but now they no longer agitated him as they had 
in the morning. They were overshadowed by the impres- 
sions of the start from the prison and the procession of 
the prisoners. Above everything else, it was oppressively 
hot. At a fence, in the shade of trees, two students of 
the Real Gymnasium were standing with their caps off, 
before a squatting ice-cream seller. One of the boys was 
already enjoying the feast, licking off the bone spoon, 
while the other was waiting for the glass to be filled to 
the top with something yellow. 

“TI wonder where I can get a drink here?” Nekhlyidov 
asked the cabman, being overcome by irrepressible thirst. 

«There is a good inn not far from here!” said the 
driver, ‘and, turning around the corner, he took Nekh- 
lyidov to a building with a large sign. A puffy clerk in 
a shirt, who was standing back of the counter, and 
waiters, who had once looked clean and white and who 
were now sitting at the tables, as there were no guests 
present, looked with curiosity at the unusual guest and 
offered their services to him. Nekhlytidov asked for 
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window, at a small table with a dirty cloth, Two men 
were sitting at a table, on which stood a tea service and 
a bottle of white glass. They kept wiping off the perspi- 
ration from their brows, and figuring at something in a 
peaceable manner. One of these was swarthy and bald- 
headed, with just such a border of black hair on the back 
ef his head as Igndéti Nikfforovich had. This impression 
again reminded Nekhlytidov of his conversation with his 
brother-in-law on the previous day, and of his desire to 
see him and his sister before his departure. “I shall 
hardly have enough time before the train leaves,” he 
thought. “I had better write her a letter.” He asked 
for paper and an envelope, and a stamp, and, sipping the 
fresh, effervescent water, was thinking what to write. But 
his thoughts were distracted, and he was unable to com- 
pose the letter. 

“Dear Natdlya,——I cannot leave under the heavy 
impression of yesterday’s conversation with Igndti Niki- 
forovich,” he began. “ What next? Shall I ask forgive- 
ness for what I said yesterday? But I said what I 
thought. And he will imagine that I recant. No, I can- 
not —” and, feeling again a rising hatred for this, to 
him, strange, self-confident man, who did not understand 
him, Nekhlytidov put the unfinished letter in his pocket 
and, paying for what he had used, went out into the 
street, and told the driver to catch up with the party. 

The heat had become even more intense. The walls 
and stones seemed to exhale hot air. The feet burnt 
against the heated pavement, and Nekhlytdov felt as 
though he burnt his hand when he put it to the lacquered 
wing of the vehicle. 

The horse dragged himself along the streets in an in- 
different amble, evenly striking the dusty and uneven 
pavement with his hoofs; the cabman kept dozing off ; 
Nekhlytidov sat, thinking of nothing in particular and 
looking indifferently in front of him. At a turn of the 
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street, opposite the gate of a large house, stood a throng 
of people and a soldier of the guard with his gun. 

Nekhlytidov stopped the cab. 

“ What is it?” he asked a janitor. 

«Something the matter with a prisoner.” 

Nekhlyiuidov left the vehicle and walked up to the 
crowd. On the uneven stones of the inclined pavement, 
near the sidewalk, lay, with his head lower than his feet, 
a broad-shouldered, middle-aged prisoner, with a red beard, 
red face, and flat nose, in a gray cloak and gray trousers. 
He lay on his back, stretching out his freckled hands, 
with their palms down, and at long intervals evenly 
heaved his broad, high chest and sobbed, looking at the 
sky with his staring, bloodshot eyes. Over him stood a 
frowning policeman, a peddler, a letter-carrier, a clerk, an 
old woman with a parasol, and a short-haired boy with an 
empty basket. 

“ He has grown weak sitting in jail, quite feeble, -— and 
they take him through a very hell,” the clerk condemned 
somebody, turning to Nekhlytidov, who had stepped up. 

‘‘He will, no doubt, die,’ said the woman with the 
parasol, in a tearful voice. 

« You ought to untie his shirt,” said the letter-carrier. 

The policeman began with trembling, stout fingers 
awkwardly to loosen the tape on his venous, red neck. 
He was apparently agitated and embarrassed, but, never- 
theless, he deemed it necessary to address the crowd. 

“Why have you gathered there? It is hot enough 
even without you. You are cutting off the breeze.” 

“The doctor ought to inspect the weak and keep them 
back. Instead, they have taken a man who is half-dead,” 
said the clerk, evidently displaying his knowledge of the 
law. Having untied the tape of the shirt, the policeman 
straightened himself up and looked about him. 

“ Step aside, I say. It is noneof your business. What 
is there to be seen here?” he said, turning with a glance 
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of compassion to Nekhlytidov, but not getting any sym- 
pathy from him, he looked at the soldier of the guard. 
But the soldier was standing to one side, and, examining 
the worn-off heel of his boot, was quite indifferent to the 
trouble the policeman was in. 

“ People who know better don’t take the proper trouble. 
Is it right to kill a man that way ?” 

“ A prisoner is a prisoner, but still he is a man,’ some- 
body remarked in the crowd. 

“Put his head higher, and give him some water,” said 
Nekhlytidov. 

«They have gone to bring some,” said the policeman, 
and, taking the prisoner under his arms, with difficulty 
raised his body. 

“What is this gathering for?” suddenly was heard a 
commanding voice, and to the crowd collected around the 
prisoner strode with rapid steps a sergeant of police, in an 
exceedingly clean and shining blouse and even more shin- 
ing long boots. 

“Move on! You have no business standing here!” he 
cried to the crowd, before he knew what they were doing 
there. When he came close and saw the dying prisoner, 
he nodded his head approvingly as though he had ex- 
pected that very thing, and turned to the policeman. 

« What is the matter?” 

The policeman informed him that a party of prisoners 
had walked past, and that he had fallen down, and the 
officer of the guard left him there. 

«“ Well, take him to the station. Geta cab!” 

« A janitor has run to fetch one,” said the policeman, 
saluting. 

The clerk began to say something about the heat. 

«That is not your business, is it? Walk along,” ex- 
claimed the sergeant, looking so sternly at the clerk that 
he grew silent. . 

“You ought to give him some water to drink,” said 
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Nekhlytidov. The sergeant looked as sternly at Nekhlyt- 
dov, without saying anything. When a janitor brought 
some water in a cup, he ordered the policeman to give it 
to the prisoner. The policeman raised the man’s listless 
head, and tried to pour the water into his mouth, but the 
prisoner would not take it; the water streamed down his 
beard, wetting the blouse and the dusty hempen shirt on 
his chest. 

“Pour it out on his head!” commanded the sergeant, 
and the policeman took off his pancake-shaped cap, and 
poured out the water on his red curly hair and bare skull. 
The prisoner's eyes opened wide, as though frightened, 
but the position of his body did not change. Down his 
face trickled dirty streams, but the same sobs escaped 
from his mouth, and his body kept jerking convulsively. 

“What about this one? Take it,” the sergeant ad- 
dressed the policeman, pointing to Nekhlytidov’s cab. 
“ Ho there, come along!” 

“Tam hired,” gloomily said the driver, without raising 
his eyes. 

“This is my cab,” said Nekhlytidov, “but you may 
take it. I shall pay for it,” he added, turning to the 
driver. 

“ Don’t stand here!” cried the sergeant. “ Move on!” 

The policeman, some janitors, and the soldier raised 
the dying man, carried him to the vehicle, and placed him 
on the seat. He could not hold himself; his head fell 
back, and his body slipped off the seat. 

“Lay him down,” commanded the sergeant. 

“ Never mind, your Honour. I will take him down,” 
said the policeman, firmly seating himself at the side of 
the dying man and putting his strong right hand under 
his arm. 

The soldier lifted his feet, which were clad in prison 
re without leg-rags, and straightened them out under 

e box. 
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The sergeant looked about him, and, noticing on the 
pavement the prisoner’s pancake-shaped cap, lifted it and 
put it on his dirty, flabbily hanging head. “ March!” he 
commanded. 

The cabman looked back angrily, shook his head, and, 
accompanied by the soldier, slowly moved toward the 
police station. The policeman, who was sitting with 
the prisoner, kept adjusting the slipping body, with its 
head shaking in all directions. The soldier, who was 
walking near by, stuck the feet back under the box. 
Nekhlytidov walked behind him. 


XXXVII. 


PassinG by a sentry of the fire-brigade, the cab with 
the prisoner drove into the yard of the police station and 
stopped before a building. 

In the yard, firemen, with rolled-up sleeves, were con- 
versing aloud and laughing, while washing a wagon. 
The moment the cab stopped, several policemen sur- 
rounded it, took the lifeless body of the prisoner under 
his arms and by his legs, and raised him from the squeak- 
ing vehicle. The policeman who had brought him jumped 
down from the cab, waved his stiffened arm, doffed his 
cap, and made the sign of the cross. The dead man was 
carried through the door up-stairs. Nekhlytidov followed 
them. In the small dirty room, to which the body was 
carried, there were four cots. Two sick men in cloaks 
were sitting on two of them, — one, a wry-mouthed fellow 
with his neck wrapped up, and the other, a consumptive 
man. Two cots were unoccupied. The prisoner was 
placed on one of these. A small man, with sparkling 
eyes and continually moving brows, in nothing but his 
underwear and stockings, walked over to the prisoner 
with soft, rapid steps, looked at him, then at Nekhlytidov, 
and burst out laughing. 

This was an insane person who was kept in the wait- 
ing-room. 

“They want to frighten me,” he said. “Only, they 
won't succeed.” 

Soon after the policemen, who had brought in the body, 
came the sergeant and a surgeon’s assistant. 

The assistant walked By the prisoner, touched the 
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cold, yellow, freckled, still soft, but deathly pale hand of 
the man, held it awhile, and then dropped it. It fell 
lifelessly upon the dead man’s abdomen. 

“He is done with,” said the assistant, shaking his 
head, but, apparently to comply with the rules, he pushed 
aside the wet, coarse shirt of the dead man, and, brushing 
his curly hair away from his ear, leaned over the pris- 
oner’s yellowish, immovable, high breast. Everybody 
was silent. The assistant arose, again shook his head, 
and put his finger, now on one, now on the other lid of the 
open and staring blue eyes. 

“You will not frighten me, you will not frighten me,” 
said the insane man, all the time spitting out in the 
direction of the assistant. 

« Well?” asked the sergeant. 

“Well?” repeated the assistant. “He ought to be 
taken to the dead-house.” 

« Be sure it is so!” said the sergeant. 

“Tt is time I should know,” said the assistant, for 
some reason covering the dead man’s open breast. “I 
shall send for Matvyéy Ivdnych, and let him take a look. 
Petrév, go for him,” said the assistant, walking away 
from the body. 

“Carry him to the dead-house,” said the sergeant. 
“« You come to the chancery, and sign a receipt,” he added 
to the soldier of the guard, who all this time stuck 
closely to the prisoner. 

« Yes, sir,” replied the soldier. 

The policemen lifted the dead man and carried him 
down-stairs. Nekhlyvidov wanted to follow them, but 
the insane person stopped him. 

“You are not in the conspiracy, so give me a ciga- 
rette,” he said. Nekhlyvidov took out his cigarette-holder, 
and gave him one. The insane man, moving his eye- 
brows, began to speak rapidly and to tell him that they 
tortured him with suggestions. 
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“ They are all against me, and they torment me through 
their mediums — ” 

«Pardon me,” said Nekhlyiidov, and, without waiting 
to hear what he had to say, went out. He wanted to 
know whither they would take the body. 

The policemen had already crossed the yard with their 
burden, and were about to walk down into a basement. 
Nekhlyvidov wanted to walk up to them, but the sergeant 
stopped him. 

“ What do you want ?” 

“ Nothing,” said Nekhlytidov. 

“Tf nothing, step aside.” 

Nekhlyvidov obeyed and went back to his cab. The 
driver was dozing. Nekhlyvidov woke him, and again 
started for the railway station. 

He had not gone one hundred steps, when he came to 
a dray accompanied by a soldier with his gun, on which 
another prisoner, apparently dead, was lying. The pris- 
oner was on his back, and his shaven head, with its black 
beard, covered by the pancake-shaped cap, which had 
slipped down to his nose, shook and tossed at every jolt of 
the wagon. The drayman, in stout boots, guided the horse, 
walking at its side. Back of the wagon walked a police- 
man. Nekhlytidov touched his driver’s shoulder. 

“Terrible things they are doing!” said the driver, 
stopping his horse. 

Nekhlyvidov climbed down from his vehicle, and fol- 
lowed the dray, again past the sentry of the fire-brigade, 
to the yard of the police station. The firemen had 
finished washing the wagon, and in their place stood-a 
tall, bony fire-captain, in a visorless cap. He stuck his 
hands in his pocket and was sternly looking at a fat, 
stout-necked dun stallion, which a fireman was leading 
up and down in front of him. He was lame on his fore 
leg, and the fire-captain was angrily saying something to 
the veterinary surgeon, who was standing near him. 


RESURRECTION 495 


The sergeant of police was there, too. Upon noticing 
another dead man, he walked over to the dray. 

“Where did you pick him up?” he asked, disapprov- 
ingly shaking his head. 

“On the Old Gorbétovskaya,” answered the policeman. 

“ A prisoner?” asked the fire-captain. 

_ * Yes, sir. This is the second to-day,” said the sergeant 
of police. 

“A fine way! And the heat!” said the fire-captain, 
and, turning to the fireman, who was leading away the 
lame dun stallion, he cried: “ Put him in the corner stall! 
I will teach you, son of a dog, how to maim horses that 
are worth more than you are, you rascal !” 

The policemen lifted the body, just as they had the one 
before, and carried it to the waiting-room. Nekhlyvdov 
followed them, as though hypnotized. 

“What do you wish?” one of the policemen asked 
him. 

He went, without answering, to the place where they 
were carrying the dead man. 

The insane man was sitting on a cot, eagerly smoking 
the cigarette which Nekhlytidov had given him. 

« Ah, you have come back,” he said, laughing out loud. 
Upon seeing the dead man, he scowled. “ Again,” he 
said. “I am tired of them. Iam not a boy, am [?” 
he turned to Nekhlytidov, with a questioning smile. 

Nekhlyudov was, in the meantime, looking at the dead 
man, around whom nobody was standing, and whose face, 
covered by the cap before, was now plainly visible. As 
the first prisoner had been ugly, so this one was unusually 
handsome in body and face. He was a man in the full 
bloom of his strength. In spite of the disfigured, half- 
shaven head, the low, abrupt forehead, with elevations 
above the black, now lifeless eyes, was very beautiful, and 
so was the small, slightly curved nose above the thin, 
black moustache. The livid lips were drawn back into a 
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smile; a small beard fringed only the lower part of the 
face, and on the shaven side of the skull could be seen a 
small, firm, and handsome ear. 

The face had a calm, severe, and good expression. Let 
alone the fact that it was evident from his face what pos- 
sibilities of spiritual life had been lost in this man, one 
could see, by the strong muscles of his well-proportioned 
limbs, what a handsome, strong, agile human animal he 
had been, —in its way a much more perfect animal than 
that dun stallion, whose lameness so angered the fire- 
captain. And yet, he died, and no one pitied him, neither 
as @ man, nor even as an unfortunately ruined beast of 
burden. The only feeling which had been evoked in 
people by his death was the feeling of annoyance caused 
by the necessity of disposing of this rapidly decaying body. 

The doctor, the assistant, and a captain of police entered 
the waiting-room. The doctor was a thick-set, stocky 
man, in a China silk frock coat, and narrow pantaloons 
of the same material, that fitted closely over his mus- 
cular loins. The captain was a stout little man, with a 
globe-shaped red face, which grew rounder still from his 
habit of filling his cheeks with air and slowly emitting it. 
The doctor sat down on the cot on which the dead man 
lay, and, just as the assistant had done, he touched the 
hands, listened for the heart-beat, and arose, adjusting his 
pantaloons. 

“They are never deader,” he said. 

The captain filled his cheeks with air and slowly 
emitted it. 

“ From what prison?” he turned to the soldier. 

The soldier answered him, and reminded him of the 
fetters, which were on the dead man. 

“T shall order them to be taken off. Thank the Lord 
there are blacksmiths,” said the captain, and, again puffing 
uP his cheeks, he went to the door, slowly letting out 

air. 
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“ Why is this 830?” Nekhlytidov turned to the doctor. 

The doctor looked at him above his spectacles. 

“Why is what so? Why do they die from sunstroke ? 
It is like this: they are locked up all winter, without 
motion or light, and suddenly they are let out in the sun, 
and on such a day as this; then they walk in such 
crowds, where there is no breeze. And the result of it is 
a sunstroke.” 

“ Why, then, do they send them out ?” 

“You ask them! But who are you, anyway ?” 

“T am a private individual.” 

« Ah!— My regards to you, I am busy,” said the doc- 
tor, and, angrily pulling his trousers in shape, he walked 
over to the cots of the patients. 

“Well, how goes it with you?” he turned to the wry- 
mouthed, pale man, with neck all wrapped up. 

The insane man, in the meantime, was sitting on his 
cot and spitting in the direction of the doctor, after he got 
through with his cigarette. 

Nekhlytidov went out into the yard, and, past the fire- 
brigade’s horses and chickens, and the sentry in a brass 
helmet, walked through the gate, where he seated himself 
in his cab, the driver of which was again asleep, and had 
himself driven to the railway station. 


XXXVITTL 


WHEN Nekhlytidov reached the station, the prisoners 
were already sitting in cars, behind grated windows. On 
the platform stood a number of men who were seeing 
off the prisoners: the soldiers of the guard did not let 
him walk up to the cars. The officers of the guard were 
very much disturbed. On the way to the station there 
had died from sunstroke three men besides the two which 
Nekhlytidov had seen: one of these had been taken to 
the nearest police station, like the other two, while two 
more fell at the station.! The officers of the guard were 
not concerned about the five men which they had lost, 
and who might have lived. This did not interest them. 
They were interested only in executing all that the law 
demanded of them under these circumstances* to deliver 
the dead persons and their papers and things where it was 
necessary, and to exclude them from the count of those 
who were to be taken to Nizhni-Névgorod, — and this was 
quite troublesome, especially in such hot weather. 

It was this which gave the men of the guard so much 
trouble, and it was for this reason that neither Nekh- 
lytidov, nor the others, were permitted to walk up to the 
cars. Nekhlyvidov, however, was permitted to go up, 
because he bribed an under-officer of the guard. The 
under-officer let Nekhlytidov pass, and only asked him to 


1In the beginning of the eighties five prisoners died in one day 
from the effects of sunstroke, while being taken from the Butyrski 
Prison to the station of the Nizhni-N6évgorod railway. — Author's 
Note. 46a 
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say what he wished to say and walk away as soon as 
possible, so that the superior officer should not see him. 

There were eighteen cars in all, and all of them, except 
the car of the officers, were filled to suffocation with 
prisoners. 

Passing by the windows of the cars, Nekhlyudov lis- 
tened to what was going on within. In all of them could 
be heard the clanking of chains, bustle, and conversation, 
mixed with senseless profanity, but nowhere was a word 
said about the sunstruck companions, which was what 
Nekhlyuidov had expected to hear. They were talking 
mainly about their bags, about water to drink, and about 
the choice of a seat. 

Upon looking inside one window, Nekhlytidov saw in 
the middle of the car, in the passageway, some soldiers 
who were taking off the handcuffs from the prisoners. 
The prisoners extended their hands, and a soldier opened 
the manacles with a key, and took them off. Another 
gathered them up. 

Having walked along the whole train, Nekhlytidov 
walked up to the women’s car. In the second one of 
these, he heard the even groans of a woman, interrupted 
by exclamations, “Oh, oh, oh! Help me! Oh, ob, oh! 
Help me!” 

Nekhlyvidov went past it, and, following the indica- 
tion of a soldier, went up to a third car. As Nekhlytidov 
put his head to the window, he was stifled by a hot 
breath, saturated with a dense odour of human exhala- 
tions, and he could clearly hear squeaking feminine voices. 
Perspiring women, red in their faces, were sitting on all 
the benches, dressed in cloaks and jackets, and chattering 
away. Nekhlytidov’s face at the grated window attracted 
their attention. Those that were nearest grew silent and 
moved up to him. Méslova, in her bodice only and with- 
out a kerchief, was seated at the opposite window. Near- 
est to him sat white, smiling Feddsya. 
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Upon recognizing Nekhlyidov, ‘she nudged Méslova 
and indicated the window to her. 

Méslova arose hurriedly, threw the kerchief over her 
black hair, and with an animated, red, perspiring, smiling 
face went up to the window and held on to the iron bars. 

“It is hot,” she said, with a smile of delight. 

“Did you get the things ?” 

“T did, thank you.” 

“Do you need anything,” asked Nekhlyvidov, feeling as 
though the car were heated inside like a bathroom oven. 

“ Thank you, nothing.” 

“If we could only get a drink,” said Fedésya. 

« Yes, a drink,” repeated Médslova. 

“ Have you no water there ?” 

“They have put in some, but it has all been used up.” 

« Directly,” said Nekhlytidov, “I will ask a soldier. 
We sha’n’t see each other before Nizhni-Ndévgorod.” 

“Are you going there?” said Mdslova, as though not 
knowing it, and casting a joyful glance at Nekhlytidov. 

“I go with the next train.” 

Méslova said nothing, and only a few seconds later 
drew a deep sigh. 

“Tell me, sir, is it true that they have killed twelve 
prisoners?” said an old, rough woman, in @ coarse man’s 
voice. 

This was Korabléva. 

“T have not heard of twelve. I saw two,” said Nekh- 
lyvidov. 

“They say, twelve. Won't they be punished for it? 
They are devils.” 

“ Did none of the women get ill?” asked Nekhlytidov. 

“The women are tougher,” said another, an undersized 
prisoner, smiling. “Only one has taken it into her head 
to have a baby. You hear her moan,” she said, point- 
ing to the next car, from which the groans were still 
proceeding. 
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“You ask me whether I do not want something ?” said 
Méslova, trying to keep her lips from a smile of joy. 
“Can't this woman be kept here? She is suffering so 
much. Can’t you tell the authorities ?” 

“Yes, I will.” 

“Another thing. Could she not see Tards, her hus- 
band?” she added, indicating smiling Feddésya with her 
eyes. “TI understand he is travelling with you.” 

“ Mister, no talking allowed,” was heard the voice of 
an under-officer of the guard. 

This was not the one who had given Nekhlytdov the 
permission. Nekhlytidov stepped aside and went to find 
the officer, in order to intercede for the lying-in woman 
and for Tardés, but he could not find him for a long time, 
nor could he get any answer out of the soldiers of the 
guard. They were in a great turmoil: some were taking 
@ prisoner somewhere ; others were running to buy pro- 
visions for themselves, or placing their things in the cars ; 
others again were attending to a lady who was travelling 
with the officer of the guard. They all answered un- 
willingly to Nekhlytidov’s questions. 

Nekhlytidov saw the guard officer after the second bell. 

The officer, wiping with his short hand his moustache, 
which concealed his mouth, and raising his shoulder, was 
reproaching the sergeant for something. 

« What is it you want?” he asked Nekhlytidov. 

«There is a woman who is in labour pains in the car, 
so I thought she ought to —” 

“Let her be. We shall see then,” said the officer, 
walking to his car, and briskly swinging his short arms. 

Just then the conductor, with the whistle in his hand, 
passed by. The last bell was rung, the whistle blown, 
and among those who were waiting on the platform and 
in the women’s car were heard weeping and lamentations. 
Nekhlytidov was standing with Tards on the platform, 
and watching the cars with the grated windows, and the 
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shaven heads of men behind them, pass one after another. 
Then the first woman’s car came abreast of them, and 
in the window were seen the heads of several women in 
kerchiefs and without them; then the second car, in 
which Méslova was. She was standing at the window 
with others and looking at Nekhlyvidov, with a pitiable 
smile on her face. 


XX XIX. 


THERE were two hours left before the passenger train, 
on which Nekhlytidov was to travel, would start. At 
first he had intended to drive down in the meantime to 
his sister’s, but now, under the impressions of the morning, 
he felt so agitated and crushed that, upon sitting down 
on a sofa in the waiting-room of the first class, he was 
suddenly so overcome by sleepiness that he turned on his 
side, put his hand under his cheek, and immediately fell 
asleep. 
He was awakened by a waiter in a dress coat, holding 
a napkin. 

“ Mister, mister, are you not Prince Nekhlyvidov? A 
lady is looking for you.” 

Nekhlytidov jumped up, and, rubbing his eyes, recalled 
where he was and all that had happened on that morning. 

In his recollection were the procession of the prisoners, 
the dead men, the cars with the grated windows, and the 
women shut up inside, of whom one was in the agony of 
labour, without receiving any aid, and another pitiably 
smiled from behind the iron bars. 

In reality there was something entirely different in 
front of him: a table, covered with bottles, vases, can- 
delabra, and dishes, and agile waiters bustling near it. 
In the back of the hall, in front of a safe, and behind 
some vases filled with fruit and behind bottles were the 
buffet-keeper and the backs of travellers at the counter. 

Just as Nekhlyvidov was changing his lying position 
for a sitting one, and slowly coming to, he noticed that 
those who were in the room were looking with curiosity 

503 


504 RESURRECTION 


at something that was taking place at the door. He 
looked in that direction, and saw a procession of people 
earrying a lady in a chair, her head being loosely covered 
with a shawl The front bearer was a lackey and seemed 
familiar to Nekhlytidov. The one in the back was also a 
familiar porter, with galloons on his cap. Back of the 
chair walked an elegant chambermaid, in apron and curls, 
carrying a bundle, a round object in a leather case, and 
umbrellas. Farther behind walked Prince Korchégin in 
a travelling-cap, displaying his thick lips and apoplectic 
neck, and expanding his chest; after him walked Missy, 
Misha, a cousin, and diplomatist Osten, whom Nekh- 
lyuidov knew, with his long neck and prominent Adam’s 
apple, and an ever jolly expression on his face. While 
walking, he was proving something impressively and, 
apparently, jocularly, to smiling Missy. Behind them 
came the doctor, angrily puffing his cigarette. 

The Korchégins were moving from their suburban 
estate to the estate of the prince’s sister, which was down 
on the Nizhni-Ndévgorod line. 

The procession of the bearers, of the chambermaid, and 
the doctor proceeded to the ladies’ room, evoking the 
curiosity and respect of everybody present. The old 
prince sat down at the table, immediately called a lackey, 
and began to order something to eat and drink. Missy 
and Osten also stopped in the dining-room and were on 
the point of sitting down when they noticed a lady 
of their acquaintance in the door, whom they went up 
to meet. This lady was Natdlya Ivdnovna. 

Natdlya Ivdnovna, accompanied by Agraféna Petrévna, 
looked all around her, as she entered the dining-room. 
She noticed Missy and her brother about the same time. 
She first went up to Missy, nodding her head to Nekh- 
lyidov. But, having kissed Missy, she at once went up 
to her brother. 

« At last I have found you,” she said. 
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Nekhlytidov arose, greeted Missy, Mfsha, and Osten, 
and stopped to talk to them. Missy told him of the 
fire on their estate which compelled them to go to her 
aunt’s. Osten used this opportunity to tell a funny anec- 
dote about the fire. 

Nekhlyvidov was not listening to Osten, but turned to 
his sister: “How glad I am that you have come,” he 
said. 

“TI have been quite awhile here,” she said. “ Agraféna 
Petrévna is with me.” She pointed to Agraféna Petrévna, 
who wore a hat and a mackintosh, and with gracious 
dignity was bowing confusedly to Nekhlytidov from a 
distance, not wishing to be in his way. “We have been 
looking for you everywhere.” 

“TI fell asleep in here. How glad I am you have 
come,” repeated Nekhlyiidov. “I had begun to write a 
letter to you,” he said. 

“ Really?” she said, frightened. “ About what?” 

Missy and the gentlemen, noticing that an intimate 
conversation had begun between brother and _ sister, 
walked aside. Nekhlytidov and his sister sat down 
near the window, on a velvet divan, near somebody’s 
things,—-a plaid and paper boxes. 

“ Yesterday, after I left you, I wanted to come back 
and express my regrets, but I did not know how he 
would take it,” said Nekhlyiidov. “I did not, treat your 
husband right, and this worried me,” he added. 

“TI knew, I was convinced,” said his sister, “that you 
did not mean to. You know yourself,” and tears stood in 
her eyes, and she touched his arm. The phrase was not 
clear, but he understood her quite well, and was touched 
by what she meant by it. These words meant that in 
addition to her love which had possession of her, — her 
love for her husband,—her love for him, her brother, 
was important and dear to her, and that every misunder- 
standing with him was a source of great suffering to her. 
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«Thank, thank you. Ah, what I have seen to-day !” 
he said, suddenly recalling the second dead prisoner. 
“Two prisoners were killed.” 

“ How do you mean killed ?” 

“T tell you, killed. They were taken out through this 
heat. Two of them died from sunstroke.” 

“Impossible! What? To-day? A little while ago?” 

« Yes, a little while ago. I saw their dead bodies.” 

“But why did they kill them? Who killed them?” 
said Natdlya Ivdnovna. 

“Those killed them who took them by force,” Nekh- 
lyvidov said, with irritation, feeling that she looked even 
at this. with the eyes of her husband. 

« Ah, my God!” said Agraféna Petrévna, coming up to 
them. 

«Yes, we have not the slightest idea of what is done 
with these unfortunates, and yet it ought to be known,” 
added Nekhlyvidov, looking at the old prince, who, having 
tied a napkin around himeelf, was sitting at the table at 
a small pitcher, and at the same time glancing at Nekh- 
lytidov. 

“Nekhlytidow!” he cried. “Do you want to cool 
yourself off? It is good for the journey!” 

Nekhlytidov declined, and turned away. 

“What are you going to do?” proceeded Natdlya 
Ivénovna. 

« Whatever I can. I do not know, but I feel that I 
must do something. And I will do what I can.” 

“Yes, yes, I understand that. Well, and with these,” 
she said, smiling and indicating the Korchdgins with her 
eyes, “is it all absolutely ended ?” 

« Absolutely so, and I think that there are no regrets 
on either side.” 

“A pity. Iam sorry. I love her. Granted it is so. 
But why do you want to tie yourself?” she added, 
timidly. “Why are you leaving?” 


RESURRECTION 507 


“J am going away because I must,” Nekhlytidov said, 
dryly and seriously, as though wishing to interrupt the 
conversation, but he at once felt ashamed of his coldness 
to his sister. “ Why can’t I tell her everything I think?” 
he thought. “ Let Agraféna Petrévna hear it, too,” he said 
to himself, looking at the old chambermaid. Agraféna 
Petrévna’s presence urged him on to repeat his decision to 
his sister. 

“ Are you speaking of my intention to marry Katyt- 
sha? You see, I have determined to do so, but she has 
definitely and firmly refused me,” he said, and his voice 
trembled, as it always did whenever he thought of it. 
«She does not want my sacrifice, and herself sacrifices 
very much, for one in her situation, but I cannot accept 
that sacrifice, if that is but a whim. And so I am follow- 
ing her up, and will be there where she is, and will do 
all in my power to help her and to alleviate her lot.” 

Natélya Ivdnovna said nothing. Agraféna Petrévna 
looked questioningly at Natdlya Ivdnovna and shook her 
head. Just then the procession started again from the 
ladies’ room. The same handsome lackey, Filfpp, and 
the porter were carrying the princess. She stopped the 
bearers, beckoned to Nekhlytidov to come up to her, and, 
with an expression of pity and pining, gave him her 
white, ring-bedecked hand, in terror expecting a firm 


ag 

« Epouvantable!” she said about the heat, “I can't 
stand it. Ce clumat me tue.” Having talked awhile 
about the terrors of the Russian climate, and having 
invited him to visit them, she gave a sign to the bearers. 

«Be sure and come,” she added, turning her long face 
to him, while being carried away. 

Nekhlyvidov went out on the platform. The procession 
of the princess turned to the right, to the cars of the first 
class. Nekhlyidov with the porter, who was carrying 
his things, and with Tarés with his bag, went to the left, 
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“ This is my companion,” Nekhlytidov said to his sister, 
pointing to Tards, whose history he had told her before. 

“You don’t mean to say you will travel third class,” 
said Natdélya Ivénovna, when Nekhlytidov stopped in 
front of a car of the third class, and the porter with 
the things and Tards entered it. 

«Tt is more comfortable for me, and Tards and I will 
be together,” he said. “By the way,” he added, “I have 
not yet given the Kuzminskoe land to the peasants, so, in 
case of my death, your children will inherit it.” 

« Dmitri, stop,” said Natdlya Ivdnovna. 

« And if I should give it to them, I must tell you that 
everything else will be ¢heirs, because there is little 
chance of my marrying, and if I should, there will be no 
children — so that —” 

“ Dmitri, please don’t say that,” said Natdlya Ivdnovna, 
but Nekhlyvidov saw that she was glad to hear that which 
he told her. 

Ahead, in front of the first class, stood a small throng 
of people, still looking at the car into which Princess 
Korchdégin had been carried. All the other people had 
already taken their seats. Belated passengers, hurrying, 
clattered on the boards of the platform; the conductors 
slammed the doors and asked the passengers to be seated 
and their friends to leave. 

Nekhlyvidov walked into a sunny, hot, and malodorous 
car, and immediately stepped out on the brake platform. 
Natdélya Ivdnovna stood opposite the car, in her fashion- 
able hat and wrap, by the side of Agraféna Petrévna, and 
apparently was trying to find a subject for conversation, 
but was unable to discover any. It was not even possible 
to say, “ Kerivez,” because her brother and she had long 
ago been making fun of this habitual phrase of parting 
people. That short conversation about money matters 
and inheritance had at once destroyed all their tender 
relations of brother and sister, — they now felt estranged 
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from each other. Consequently, Natdélya Ivénovna was 
glad when the train started, and it was possible only to 
nod, and, with a sad and kindly face, to say, “ Good-bye, 
Dmitri, good-bye !” 

The moment the car had left, she began to think how 
to tell her husband of her conversation with her brother, 
and her face looked solemn and troubled. 

Although Nekhlytidov had none but the very kindest 
feelings for his sister, and never concealed anything from 
her, he now felt awkward and oppressed in her presence, 
and wished to get away from her as soon as possible. He 
felt that there was no longer that Natdélya, who once had 
been so near to him, but only the slave of a stranger and 
a disagreeable, swarthy, and hirsute man. He saw this 
because her face lit up with especial animation only 
when he said something which interested her husband, 
— that is, when he spoke about giving away the land to 
the peasants and about the inheritance, — and that pained 
him. 


XL. 


Tue heat in the large car of the third class, into which 
the sun had been shining all day long, and which now 
was filled with people, was so stifling that Nekhlyiidov 
did not enter the car, but remained on the brake platform. 
Even here it was not possible to breathe, and Nekhlytidov 
drew a deep breath only when the cars came out of the 
rows of houses, and a fresh breeze began to blow. 

“Yes, they have killed them,” he repeated the words 
which he had said to his sister. In his imagination arose, 
through all the impressions of that day, with especial 
vividness, the handsome face of the second dead prisoner, 
with the smiling expression of his lips, the severe aspect 
of his forehead, and the small, firm ear beneath the 
shaven, livid skull “The most terrible thing of this 
all is that he has been killed, and nobody knows who it 
is that has killed him. There is no doubt about his 
having been killed. He was led, like all the prisoners, 
by order of Maslénnikov. Maslénnikov, no doubt, sent 
forth his habitual order, with his stupid flourish signed a 
paper with a printed heading, and, of course, in no way 
will regard himself as guilty. Still less can the prison 
doctor, who examined the prisoners, consider himself to 
be guilty. He accurately executed his duty, segregated 
the weak, and in no way could foresee this terrible heat, 
nor that they would be taken away so late and in such a 
throng. The superintendent ?— but the superintendent 
only executed the order to send out on such and such a 
day so many enforced labour and deportation convicts, 


men and women. Nor can the officer of the guard be 
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guilty, whose duty consisted in receiving a certain number 
of prisoners and delivering the same to such and such a 
place. He led the party according to the regulation, and 
he could not foresee that such strong men as those two 
whom Nekhlytidov had seen would not hold out and 
would die. Nobody is guilty, — but the people have been 
killed, and they have been killed by these very men who 
are innocent of their deaths. 

“ All this was done,” thought Nekhlytidov, “because 
all these people, governors, superintendents, sergeants, 
policemen, think that there are regulations in the world, 
in which the relations of man to man are not obligatory. 
If all these people — Maslénnikov, the superintendent, 
the officer of the guard — were not governors, superin- 
tendents, and officers, they would have considered twenty 
times whether they ought to take out the prisoners in 
such a heat and in such large crowds; they would have 
stopped twenty times during the march, in order to take 
out such men as were weakening and falling ill; they 
would have taken them into the shade, would have given 
them water to drink, would have allowed them to rest, 
and, if a misfortune had happened, would have expressed 
their compassion. They have not done it, and have even 
interfered with others who would have done it, because 
they saw before them, not men and their obligations to 
them, but their own service and its demands, which they 
placed higher than the demands of human relations. That 
is where the trouble is,” thought Nekhlytidov. “If it is 
possible to acknowledge that anything 1s more important 
than the feeling of humanity, even for one hour and in 
any one exceptional case, then any crime may be com- 
mitted against men without a feeling of guilt.” 

Nekhlytidov fell to musing, and did not notice how the 
weather had in the meantime changed: the sun had dis- 
appeared behind a low, tattered, advance cloud, and from 
the western horizon moved a solid, light gray cloud, which 


§12 RESURRECTION 


somewhere far away was already pouring forth its slanting, 
abundant rain over fields and woods. A damp, rain-fed 
breeze was wafted from the storm-cloud. Now and then 
lightnings crossed the cloud, and the rumble of thunder 
ever more frequently mingled with the rumble of the car- 
wheels, The cloud came nearer and nearer, and slanting 
drops of rain, driven by the wind, began to wet the brake 
platform and Nekhlyvidov’s overcoat. He went over to 
the other side, and, inhaling the moist air and the odour 
of growing corn from the thirsty earth, looked at the 
passing gardens, forests, yellowing fields of rye, the still 
green strips of oats and the black furrows of the dark 
green, flowering potato-beds. Everything looked as 
though covered with lacquer; that which was green be- 
came greener, that which was yellow grew yellower, and 
that which was black, blacker. 

“ More, more,” said Nekhlytidov, rejoicing at the sight 
of fields, gardens, and orchards, which were reviving under 
the influence of the beneficent rain. 

The heavy rain did not come down long. The storm- 
cloud was partly exhausted and partly carried beyond, 
and only the last, straight, abundant, and tiny drops fell 
on the damp earth. The sun again peeped out; every- 
thing sparkled, and in the west there was arched above 
the horizon a low, but bright rainbow, with prominent 
violet hue, discontinuous at one end only. 

“What was it I was thinking about?” Nekhlytidov 
asked himself, when all these changes in Nature had 
taken place, and the train was passing over a road-bed 
that was raised high above the lower ground. 

« Yes, I was thinking that all these people, — the super- 
intendent, the soldiers of the guard,—— that all serving 
people,— most of them meek, kindly people, — have 
become bad only through service.” 

He recalled Maslénnikov’s indifference, when he told 
him of what was going on in the prison, the severity of 
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the superintendent, the cruelty of the officer of the guard, 
when he did not permit the men to get into the drays, 
and when he paid no attention to the woman who was in 
labour in the car. All these people were apparently im- 
mune and impervious to the simplest sense of compassion 
only because they served. They, as serving people, were 
impervious to the feeling of humanity, “as this paved 
earth is to rain,” thought Nekhlytidov, looking at the 
incline of the embankment which was paved with many- 
coloured stones, over which the rain-water flowed down 
in runlets, without soaking into the earth. “It may be 
necessary to pave the embankments with stones, but it 
is sad to see the earth deprived of vegetation, whereas 
it could have brought forth grain, grass, shrubs, trees, 
like the land which is to be seen above the ravine. It 
is just so with men,” thought Nekhlytidov. “It may be 
that these governors, superintendents, policemen, are nec- 
essary, but it is terrible to see people deprived of their 
chief human quality, — of love and pity for their fellow 
men. 

«The trouble is,” thought Nekhlytidov, “that these 
men accept as law that which is not the law, and do not 
acknowledge as law that which is an eternal, unchange- 
able, inalienable law, written by God Himself in the hearts 
of men. It is this which makes it so hard for me to be 
with these men,” thought Nekhlyudov. “I am simply 
afraid of them. Indeed, they are terrible people, — more 
terrible than robbers. A robber may have pity, — these 
never can; they are ensured against pity, as these stones 
are against vegetation. It is this which makes them so 
terrible. They say Pugachév and Razin are terrible. 
These are a thousand times more terrible!” he continued 
tothink. “If a psychological problem were given, — what 
is to be done in order that people of our time, humane 
Christians, simply good people, should commit the most 
atrocious deeds without feeling themselves guilty ?—— only 
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one solution would present itself: it is necessary to do 
that which actually is being done; it is necessary for 
these people to be governors, superintendents, officers, 
policemen, that is, they must, in the first place, be con- 
vinced that there is a thing called government service 
where one may treat people as objects, without any human, 
fraternal relation to them, and, in the second, that the 
people of this government service must be so interrelated 
that the responsibility for their treatment of people should 
fall on no one separately. Outside of these conditions, it 
is impossible in our day to commit such atrocious deeds 
as those which I have seen to-day. 

“The trouble is that people think that there are con- 
ditions under which one may treat men without love, 
whereas there are no such conditions. Things may be 
treated without love: one may chop wood, make bricks, 
forge iron, without love; but people cannot be treated 
without love, just as one cannot handle bees without 
care. Such is the property of the bees. If they are care- 
lessly handled by a person, they hurt both themselves 
and him. Just so it is with people. This cannot be 
otherwise, because mutual love between men is the fun- 
damental law of human existence. It is true, a man cannot 
make himself love as he can make himself work, but from 
this it does not follow that people may be treated without 
love, especially if something is demanded from them. If 
you feel no love for men, — keep your peace,” Nekhlytidov 
thought, addressing himself. “Busy yourself with your- 
self, with things, only not with men. Just as one can eat 
without harm and profitably only when one is hungry, 
s0 one may profitably and harmlessly make use of men 
only as long as one loves them. Permit yourself to treat 
people without love, just as you yesterday treated your 
brother-in-law, and there is no limit to cruelty and besti- 
ality in regard to other people, just as I have observed 
to-day, and there is no limit to suffering, as I have dis- 
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covered in my own life. Yes, yes, that is so,” thought 
Nekhlytidov. “It is good, it is good!” he repeated to 
himself, experiencing the double pleasure of refreshment 
after the sweltering heat, and of having become conscious 


of the highest degree of clearness in a question which had 
been interesting him for a long time. 


XLL 


THE car, in which Nekhlyiidov’s seat was, was half- 
filled with people. There were here servants, artisans, 
factory hands, butchers, Jews, clerks, women, wives of 
labourers, and there were a soldier, and two ladies, — 
one young, the other of middle age, with bracelets on her 
bare wrist, — and a stern-looking gentleman with a cockade 
in his black cap. All these people, having fixed them- 
selves in their seats, were sitting in orderly fashion, some 
of them cracking pumpkin seeds, some smoking cigarettes, 
while others were carrying on animated conversations 
with their neighbours. 

Taras, with happy mien, was sitting to the right of the 
aisle, keeping a place for Nekhlydidov, and was chatting 
away with a muscular man in an unbuttoned, slceveless, 
cloth coat, sitting opposite him ; Nekhlytidov later learned 
that he was a gardener travelling to tak: a job. Before 
walking up to Tards, Nekhlytidov stopped in the aisle 
near a respectable-looking old man with a white beard, in 
a nankeen coat, who was conversing with a young woman 
in village attire. At the woman’s side sat a seven-year- 
old girl, in a new sleeveless coat, with a braid of almost 
white hair. Her feet dangled way above the floor, and 
she cracked seeds all the time. 

Upon noticing Nekhlyddov, the old man pushed aside 
the fold of his coat from the shining bench, on which he 
was sitting, and said, in a kind voice: 

“ Please be seated.” 

Nekhlytidov thanked him and took the indicated seat. 
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When he had done that, the woman continued her inter- 
rupted story. 

She was telling how her husband, from whom she was 
returning now, had received her in the city. 

“ T was there in Butter-week, and now God has granted 
that I should be there again,” she said. “And now, if 
God shall permit it, I shall see him again at Christmas.” 

“ That is good,” said the old man, looking at Nekhlyii- 
dov. “ You must watch him, or else a young man, living 
in the city, will soon get spoiled.” 

“ No, grandfather, mine is not that kind of aman. He 
not only does not do anything foolish, he is like a maiden. 
He sends all his money home, to the last cent. And he 
was so glad to see the girl, —I can hardly tell you how 
happy he was,” said the woman, smiling. 

The little girl, who was spitting out the shells and 
listening to her mother, looked with quiet, intelligent eyes 
at the faces of the old man and of Nekhlytidov. 

“Tf he is clever, so much the better,” said the old man. 
« And does he busy himself with this?” he added, with 
his eyes indicating a pair, man and wife, apparently factory 
hands, who were sitting on the other side of the aisle. 

The man had put a brandy bottle to his mouth, and, 
throwing his head back, was taking some swallows from 
it, while his wife was holding a bag in her hand, from 
which the bottle had been taken, and looking fixedly at 
her husband. 

«“ No, mine neither drinks nor smokes,” said the woman, 
the old man’s interlocutrice, using the opportunity to 
praise up her husband once more. “The earth brings 
forth few such men ashe is. That’s the kind of a man he 
is,” she said, turning to Nekhlyvidov. 

“ Nothing better,” repeated the old man, who was watch- 
ing the drinking factory workman. The workman, having 
had his fill, handed the bottle to his wife. She took it 
and, smiling and shaking her head, put it to her mouth. 
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Upon noticing Nekhlyddev’s and the old man’s glances, 
the workman turned to them. 

«Ah, sir, you are wondering why we are drinking ? 
When we work, no one sees us, but when we drink, all 
watch us. When I earn money, I drink and treat my 
spouse, and nobody else.” 

“Yes, yes,” said Nekhlytidov, not knowing what to 
answer. 

“Is it right, sir? My spouse is a firm woman! I am 
satisfied with my spouse, because she knows how to pity. 
Do I say right, Mdavra 7?” 

“Take it ; I do not want any more,” said his wife, giv- 
ing him the bottle. “Don't prattle senselessly,” she 
added. 

« That’s it,” continued the workman, “she is all right, 
but she squeaks like an ungreased wagon. Maéavra, do I 
say right ?” 

Mavra, laughing, with a drunken gesture waved her 
hand. 

«You are frisky —” 

«That's it, she is all right, as long as she is all right, 
but when the reins get under her tail, she carries on 
awfully —I am telling the truth. You must excuse me, 
sir. I have drunk some, — well, what is to be done?” 
said the workman. He put his head into his wife’s lap 
and was getting ready to fall asleep. 

"Nekhlytidov sat awhile with the old man, who told him 
about himself. He said that he was a stove-builder, that 
he had worked for fifty-three years, putting up an endless 
number of stoves in his lifetime, and that he was now 

to take a rest, but could not get the time for it. 
He had been in the city, where he had put the boys 
to work, and now he was on his way to the village, to see 
how his people were getting on. After having listened to 
the old man’s story, Nekhlytidov arose and went over 
to the place which Tards had reserved for him. 
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“ Well, sir, take a seat. I shall take the sack over 
here,” kindly remarked the gardener, who was sitting 
opposite Tards, looking up at Nekhlytidov's face. 

“Though it is crowded, no offence is meant,” smiling 
Tarés said, in a chanting voice, lifting up his seventy- 
pound bag like a feather in his powerful hands and carry- 
ing it over to the window. “There is plenty of room 
here, and we can stand, or go down under the bench. It 
is quiet there. What nonsense I am saying!” he said, 
beaming with good nature and kindness. 

Tardés said of himself that when he did not drink he 
could not find words, but that liquor gave him good words, 
and he could express himself well. Indeed, when sober, 
Tards was generally silent ; but when he took some liquor, 
which happened rarely and only on special occasions, he 
became unusually communicative. He then spoke a great 
deal, and he spoke well, with great simplicity, truthfulness, 
and, above everything else, with gentleness, which shone 
in his kindly blue eyes, and with a pleasing smile, whic 
did not leave his lips. 

He was in such a state now. Nekhlytidov’s arrival for 
@ moment stopped his narrative. But, having found a 
place for his bag, he sat down in his old place, and put- 
ting his strong working hands on his knees, and looking 
straight into the gardener’s eyes, continued his story. 
He was telling his new acquaintance all the details of 
his wife's story, why she was being deported, and why he 
followed her up to Siberia. 

Nekhlyvidov had never heard all the details of this 
story, and so he listened with interest. The story had 
reached the point where the poisoning had been done, 
and the family found out that Fedésya had done it. 

“T am telling about my sorrow,” said Tards, turning to 
Nekhlytidov, with an expression of friendly intimacy. 
“T have fallen in with a nice man, and so I am telling 
him my story.” 
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« Yes, yes,” said Nekhlytidov. 

“So, my friend, the affair was discovered in this 
manner. Mother took that very cake and said, ‘I am 
going to the officer. — My father, who is a wise old man, 
said, ‘ Wait, old woman! She is a mere child; she does 
not know herself what she has done, and you ought to 
pity her. She may regret her deed.’.—-No, she would 
not listen to his words. —‘ While we are keeping her, she 
will destroy us like cockroaches.’— So she went to the 
officer. He immediately made for our house, and brought 
the constables with him.” 

« And how was it with you?” asked the gardener. 

“ My friend, I was tossing about, with a pain in my 
belly, and vomiting. It turned all my inside out, — it 
was worse than I can tell you. Father at once hitched 
the horses to the wagon, put Feddésya in it, and took her 
to the village office, and thence to the examining magis- 
trate. And just as she had at first confessed her guilt, so 
she now told the magistrate everything, — where she got 
the arsenic, and how she had made the cake. —-‘ Why, 
says he, ‘did you do it?’ —‘ Because, says she, ‘1 am 
tired of him. In Siberia, says she, ‘I shall be better off 
than with him,’— that’s me, you see,” Tards said, smil- 
ing.— “She confessed everything. Of course, she was 
sent to jail Father came back alone. And there came 
working time, and all the women we had was mother, 
and she was not strong. We wondered whether we could 
not get her out on bail. Father went to see some officer, 
but nothing came of it; then father went to see another. 
He saw five men that way, but all in vain. He had just 
about given up trying, when he fell in with a clerk. He 
was sleek,—a rare man.— ‘Give me, says he, ‘a five, 
and I will help you.’—-They made a bargain at three 
roubles. My friend, I had to pawn her linen to get the 
money. And so he wrote a document,” Tardés stretched 
out his arm, as though he were speaking of a shot, “and 
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it came out all at once. By that time I was already up 
from bed, and I myself went to town for her. 

« And so, my friend, I came to town. I left my mare 
at a hostelry, took my document, and went to the prison. 
—‘ What do you want ?’— ‘So and so, says I, ‘my wife 
is locked up here.’-‘Have you a document?’ says he. 
—TI gave it to him. He looked at it. ‘ Wait, says he. I 
sat down on a bench. The sun was past noon. Comes 
in the chief. ‘ Are you,’ says he, ‘ Vargushév ?’— ‘I am.’ 
—‘Take her,’ says he.— They opened the gate. They 
brought her out in her garb, as is proper. — ‘Come, let us 
go..—‘ Are you on foot?’—<‘No, I have brought the 
horse with me.’— We went to the hostelry; I paid my 
bill, harnessed the mare, and put what hay there was left 
under the mat. She took her seat, wrapped herself in 
her kerchief, and off we went. She was silent, and so 
was I. As we were getting near the house, she said: ‘Is 
mother alive?’— ‘She is.— ‘Forgive me, Tards, my 
stupidity. I did not know myself what I was doing.’ — 
But I said: ‘ Whatever you may say, you will make very 
little change, because I have forgiven you long ago.’ — 
She did not say another word. When we came home, 
she fell down at mother’s feet. Says mother: ‘ What is 
the use recalling the past? Do the best you can. Now,’ 
says she, ‘there is no time,— we have to reap the field. 
Back of Skordéddnoe,’ says she, ‘on the manured plot, God 
has given us such a crop of rye that you can’t get at it 
with a hook; it is all tangled up and lying flat. It has 
to be reaped. So you go there with Tards to-morrow, and 
reap it.’ — And so she went and began to work. It was 
a sight to see her work. We had then three rented 
desyatinas, and God had given us a rare crop of rye and 
oats. I would cut with the sickle, and she would bind, 
or we would both cut with the scythe. I am a good 
hand at work, but she is better still at anything she may 
do. She is a quick worker and young. And she grew so 
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industrious that I had to hold her back. When we came 
to the house, our fingers would be swollen, and our hands 
would smart, so that we ought to have taken a reat, but 
she would run to the barn, without eating supper, in order 
to get the sheaf-cords ready for the morrow. It was just 
dreadful !” 

“ And was she kind to you?” asked the gardener. 

“You would not believe me how she stuck to me,— 
she just became one soul with me. I would barely think 
of a thing, when she would understand me. Even my 
mother, who is a cross woman, used to say: ‘ Feddésya 
acts as though she were somebody else,——she is a dif- 
ferent woman.’ —- Once we were both going for sheaves, 
and we were sitting both together. So I said to -her: 
‘What made you do it, Fedésya?’——‘I just did it,’ says 
she, ‘ because I did not want to live with you. I would 
rather die, thought I, than live with you.’ — ‘Well, and 
now?’ says ].— ‘And now, says she, ‘you are deep in 
my heart.’” Tards stopped and, smiling joyfully, shook 
his head in surprise. “We had returned from the field, 
and I had gone to soak some hemp; just as I came 
home,” he said, after a moment’s silence, “ behold, a sum- 
mons: the trial was on. We had in the meantime for- 
gotten that there was to be a trial.” 

“This was no other but the unclean one,” said the 
gardener. “No man would have thought of ruining a 
soul. There was once a man in our village——” and the 
gardener began to tell a story, but the train stopped. 
“Here is a station,” he said, “I must go and get a 
drink.” 

The conversation was interrupted, and Nekhlytidov 
followed the gardener out of the car, upon the wet planks 
of the platform. 
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Even before coming out of the car, Nekhlyvidov had 
noticed several elegant carriages, drawn by sets of three 
and of four- well-fed horses tinkling with their bells. 
When he came out on the wet platform, which looked 
black from the rain, he saw a gathering of people in front 
of the first class. Among them was most prominent a 
tall, stout lady in a mackintosh, with a hat of expensive 
feathers, and a lank young man with thin legs, in bicycle 
costume, with an immense well-fed dog with an expensive 
collar. Back of them stood lackeys with wraps and um- 
brellas, and a coachman, who had come to meet somebody. 
On all that crowd, from the stout lady to the coachman, 
who with one hand was supporting the skirts of his long 
caftan, lay the seal of quiet self-confidence and super- 
abundance. About this point soon was formed a circle 
of curious men, servilely admiring wealth: they were the 
chief of the station, a gendarme, a haggard maid in a 
native costume, with glass beads, always present in the 
summer at the arrival of trains, the despatcher, and pas- 
sengers, men and women. 

In the young man with the dog, Nekhlytidov recog- 
nized a gymnasiast, young Korchdgin. The stout lady 
was the princess’s sister, to whose estate the Korchdgins 
were going. The chief conductor, in shining galloons 
and boots, opened the door of the car and held the door, 
in token of respect, while Filfpp and a labourer in a white 
apron carefully carried out the long-faced princess in her 
folding chair. The sisters greeted each other ; there were 
heard French phrases about whether the princess would 
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travel in a carriage or in a barouche; and the procession, 
which was ended by the chambermaid with the curls, 
carrying the umbrellas and the box, moved to the door of 
the station. 

Nekhlyvidov, who did not wish to meet them, because 
he did not wish to bid them farewell again, did not walk 
up as far as the door, but waited for the procession to 
pass. The princess with her son, Missy, the doctor, and 
the chambermaid went first, while the prince stopped to 
talk to his sister-in-law, and Nekhlyvidov, who did not 
walk up close, caught only broken sentences of their 
conversation, which was in French. One of these phrases, 
as frequently is the case, impressed itself deeply on 
Nekhlytidov’s memory, with all its intonations and sounds. 
“Oh, ul est du vrai grand monde, du vrat grand monde,” 
the prince was saying of some one, in his loud, self-confi- 
dent voice. He passed with his sister-in-law through the 
station door, accompanied by the respectful conductors 
and porters. 

Just then a throng of workingmen in bast shoes and 
short fur coats, with bags over their shoulders, made their 
appearance on the platform from somewhere around the 
corner of the station. The workingmen with firm, soft 
steps walked up to the first car and wanted to enter, but 
were driven off by the conductor. They did not stop, 
but, hastening, and stepping on each other's feet, went to 
the next car, and, catching with their bags in the corners 
and doors of the car, were making their way in, when 
a conductor standing in the door of the station ‘noticed 
their intention and angrily called out to them. The 
workingmen hastily retreated, and with the same soft 
steps went on to the next car, the ane Nekhlyvidov was 
in. Again a conductor stopped them. They stopped, 
intending to move on, but Nekhlyiidov told them that 
there were unoccupied seats in the car, and that they 
should go in. They did so, and Nekhlyvidov went in 
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after them. The workingmen were on the point of seat- 
ing themselves, but the gentleman with the cockade and 
the two ladies, taking their attempt to seat themselves 
in this car as a personal affront, resolutely opposed them 
and began to drive them out. The workingmen, — there 
were about twenty of them,—— both old and young men, 
with tired, sunburnt, lean faces, catching with their 
bags against the benches, walls, and doors, apparently 
feeling themselves absolutely guilty, passed on through 
the car, evidently ready to walk to the end of the world, 
and to sit down anywhere they should be permitted to, 
even on nails. 

“Where are you going, devils? Sit down,” cried 
another conductor, who came from the opposite direction. 

“ Vould encore des nowvelles,” said the younger of the 
two ladies, quite convinced that she would attract Nekh- 
lyvidov’s attention with her good French. 

The lady with the bracelets kept sniffing and frown- 
ing, saying something about the pleasure of sitting in 
the same car with stinking peasants. 

The workingmen, experiencing joy and peace, such as 
people experience who have passed a great peril, stopped 
and began to seat themselves, with a motion of their 
shoulders throwing down the heavy bags from their 
shoulders and pushing them under the benches. 

The gardener who had been speaking with Tards went 
back to his seat, which was not the one he had occupied, 
and so, near Tardés and opposite him, three places were 
free. Three workingmen sat down on these seats, but 
when Nekhlyvidov came up to them, the sight of his fine 
clothes so confused them that they got up; Nekhlytidov 
asked them to keep their seats, and himself sat down on 
the arm of the bench, near the aisle. 

One of two workingmen, a man of about fifty years 
of age, in dismay and fright looked at the younger man. 
They were very much surprised and baffled to see a 
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gentleman give up his seat. to them, instead of calling 
them names and driving them away, as gentlemen gen- 
erally do. They were even afraid lest something bad 
should come from it. Seeing, however, that there was 
no trickery in it, and that Nekhlytidov conversed in a 
simple manner with Tards, they quieted down, told 
& youngster to sit down on a bag, and insisted on Nekh- 
lyiidov’s taking the seat. At first the elderly working- 
man, who was seated opposite Nekhlyiidov, pressed 
himself in the corner, and carefully drew back his feet, 
which were clad in bast shoes, in order not to push the 
gentleman, but later he entered into such a friendly chat 
with Nekhlyddov and Tards that he even struck Nekh- 
lyddov’s knee with the back of his hand, whenever he 
wished to attract his attention to some particular point 
in his story. He was telling about all his affairs, and 
about his work in the peat-bogs,' from which they were 
now returning, having worked there for two months and 
a half. They were taking home about ten roubles each, 
as part of the wages had been given them when they 
were hired. 

Their work, as he told it, was done in water which 
stood knee-deep, and lasted from daybreak until night, 
with two hours intermission at dinner. 

“ Those who are not used to it naturally find it hard,” he 
said, “but if you are used to it, it is not bad. If only 
the grub were good. At first it was bed. But the work- 
ingmen objected, and then the grub was better, and it 
was easier to work.” 

Then he told how he had been working out for twenty- 
eight years, and how he gave his earnings, first to his 
father, then to his elder brother, and now te his nephew, 
who was in charge of the farm, while he himself spent, 
out of the fifty or sixty roubles which he earned a year, 
two or three roubles an foolishness,—on tobacco and 
matches, 
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« T, sinful man, sometimes take a drink of brandy, when 
work stops,” he added, smiling a guilty smile. 

He also told how the women looked after things at 
home; how the contractor had treated them before their 
journey to half a bucket; how one had died; and how 
they were taking one sick man home. The sick man, of 
whom he spoke, was sitting in the same car, in a corner. 
He was a young boy, grayish pale in his face, with blue 
lips. He was apparently suffering with the ague. 

Nekhlytidov went up to him, but the boy looked with 
such a stern, suffcring glance at him, that Nekhlytidov 
did not trouble him with questions, but only advised an 
elder man to buy quinine, and wrote out the name of the 
medicine on a piece of paper for him. He wanted to give 
him money, but the old workingman said that it was not 
necessary, that he would give his. 

«As much as I have travelled, I have not seen such 
gentlemen. He not only did not kick me, but even gave 
me his seat. Apparently there are all kinds of gentle- 
men,” he concluded, addressing Taras. 

«Yes, it is a new, a different and a new, world,” 
thought Nekhlytidov, looking at these drawn, muscular 
limbs, these coarse, home-made garments, and these sun- 
burnt, kindly, and exhausted faces, and feeling himself 
surrounded on ail sides by entirely new men, with their 
serious interests, joys, and sufferings of a real, busy, and 
human life. 

“ Here it is, le vrai grand monde,” thought Nekhlytdov, 
recalling the phrase which had been used by Prince 
Korchégin, and all that empty, luxurious world of the 
Korchégins, with their petty, miserable interests. And 
he experienced the sensation of a traveller who has dis- 
covered a new, unknown, and beautiful world. 


